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DEAR EDITOR, 

Congratulations on your cover story article: “Street Eats: A guide to 
Food Foraging in Provo.” It was an article with a lot of import for 
today’s struggling students. The article, however, failed to mention 
some all-important free food sources and tactics. 

Ms. Bucks omissions are not grave, but having lived in Provo for 15 
years I have found free food in places that the rest of the student body 
might find interesting and even life-saving. Some obvious places right 
off the top of my head are pizza at the Palace on Wednesday nights; 
bread, cookies and muffins at Great Harvest; donuts, juice and fruit at 
Comfort Inn. (I realize the latter source may flirt with being unethical, 
but go late in the morning when it only makes sense to eat what’s left.) 

In an attempt to avoid mentioning the competition, it seems that Ms. 


. Buck may have failed to mention another important source. However, 


being non-partisan, I will go ahead and mention it. The Daily Universe 
has two columns in the back of it with a lot of free food information. I 
think they are called “Club Notes,” and “At-A-Glance,” Here, in fine 
print, are little blips that mention different parties, conferences, lectures 
and discussions on campus where food is for the taking. Of course, 
don’t bother attending the function. Just go at the end for the food. You 
may feel conspicuous, but you won't look it. For example, I have 
attended the open house for interested nursing majors for three 
consecutive years. Those in charge only sympathize with my 
indecisiveness in choosing majors. They don’t suspect me of food 
foraging. 

One other important on-campus source that does not seem to be taken 
advantage of is the candy machines. Most have emptied their pockets 
into those machines at one time or another only to have their food get 
caught in the machine on its descent. Now here is legitimate free food. 
Someone has paid for it and it’s just hanging there waiting to be 
retrieved. Since I never actually buy food out of these machines—true 
free fooders rarely spend money and never will they pay the exorbitant 
prices of a vending machine—I always just glance at them while 
walking by. If I see any dislodged food item I know it’s free game. - 
stand by the machine until everyone that was around when | arrived is 
gone. Then, looking very distraught, I ask the next male passerby to 
shake it loose for me. He thinks I’ve paid for it and so there’s no 
problem with him thinking it’s his. Believe it or not this really is a good 
source. Why, I even retrieved some cookies, a fruit pie and some chips 


__ one day just walking from one class to another. 


Free food is available at special occasions throughout the year. Special - 
Olympics, the Freedom Festival and Christmas parties all give ample 
opportunity for you or you and a date to take advantage of some find 


- fare without forking out a dime. 


Albertsons, as Ms Buck mentioned, is a great place to eat on 
Saturdays. (I have actually gone on days when it has had as many as 18 
different food samples.) But of course, these are only samples, and 
unless you've already eaten lunch you are not going to get full. To get a 
real good meal at Albertsons, it takes a little extra effort. When the food 
dispensers take a break, take the whole food item. Don’t be afraid. Take 
the whole bagel or donut or tray of hot chocolate chip cookies. If 
someone mistakes you for an actual food dispenser, play it up. Oh, and 
take a sack, so you can get all your getaway samples home. 

Now, knowing all this can do you a lot of good, but to take true 
advantage of all this free food you must apply some of the Albertsons 
food storage tactics. What I mean is you must be good at packing out 
free food from places where this may not be real cool. I don’t think the 
Palace would be too excited to give away the pizza if it knew you were 
coming, eating a couple of pieces, taking another couple home, and 
never once considering dancing or, even coming back before the next 
Wednesday. So be discreet when packing out free food from any of the 
previously mentioned places. Wear your baggy clothes with the big 
pockets and bring some paper towels. One note: If you did not enter 
pregnant-looking, don’t exit this way. Good luck with all this. It’ll save 
you a lot of money and you'll have a lot of fun doing it. 

ANONYMOUS 


EDITOR’S NOTE: 


Please include names with all letters submitted to the Student Review, 


After reading the article on the American Study group that appeared 
on Wednesday October 30, Sterling Allan called the author with a 
complaint. He felt that the article was very. misleading in regards to his 
roles in the study group. The article says “... all the groups beliefs, are 
centered around Mr. Allaa’s interpretation of the gospel.” Readers may 
have been mislead to believe the group studied the beliefs of Mr. Allan. 
In reality the Group was very loosely organized and the focus was to 
study the constitution and the threats to it. Mr. Allan’s role was to 
facilitate the process of studying the prophets. Meetings were intended 
to present a forum of study, not to promote the views of Mr. Allan. The 
author apologizes for the misleading statement. His understanding was 
in agreement with Mr. Allan’s explanation. 


STAFF NOTES 


The Student Review Staffperson of the Week this week is Larry 
Johnson, who has an amazing ability to be in the right place at the right 
time. Larry provided SR’s comprehensive and timely coverage of the 
American Studies Group. Thank you, Larry. Thank you, kindly. 


ES, WOMEN, IT IS THAT TIME AGAIN. THE ALL-IMPORTANT 
social occasion of the season is approaching— 
Preference. And I know exactly what you're going 
through. You look at each member of the male 
species in your classes with a new eye. Potential. 
Potential. You sit in the Cougareat (or library or 
quad), smiling at every guy who walks by, looking 
‘rv a conversation with Potential. You scan the address/ 
hone section of your Franklin, hoping above everything 
at there might have been a name that you missed. 
| BINGO!! You've found him. What's the next step? You 
re now at barrier #2: invitation. For those of you who are 
‘iesh-women or have just transferred to this god-forsaken.... 
o}mean, god-inspired campus, you may not understand the 
lue significance of the invitation. Guys have contests for 
vho receives the most invitations. (The record was 9 last 
y2ar—a tie between John Hall residents Spiff Johannsen, a 


OCTOBER 28 


9{ I cannot believe it. Heber is missing again. 
thle really went to pieces when Sister 
)ockwell accused him of wearing a mask at 
+-Church social. He left the debate crying, 
ind I haven't seen him since. Apparently, 
Sivhen he was four, he and his family 
‘dttended a Church Halloween party dressed 
js the crew from Gilligan's Island. Heber 
lent as Mr. Howell, and, in order to conceal 
his tender years, he wore a mask. Through 
dais blatant flouting of gospel doctrine, it 
jizems, Heber beat out Sister Rockwell’s son 


OCTOBER 30 


Tip calls to offer his commiserations over 
another disappearance. I sense the shallow- 
ness in his voice and laugh out loud when he 
asks if he can come over and collect the rest 
of his stuff. “Only if you can scuba dive,” I 
retort cruelly, remembering the infected 
bottle at the bottom of the Great Salt Lake. 


OCTOBER 31 


We read a pamphlet in English ordering 


2 


we 


by Laura McCrea 


bleach-blonde and one-time junior golf league champion 
from Pebble Beach; and R. Chad McKinley, a general 
authority’s son from Bountiful, Utah who sports a set of 20 
inch “guns”—his biceps, which he calls the “pythons of 
power.”) You have to move quickly; you have to move 
smart. Your harshest critics will be your fellow coeds who 
will judge your effort on that big O word—Originality. 

Throw out the average ideas—flowers, balloons, poem 
read aloud in one of his classes. Think uncommon, different, 
atypical, unusual. Think PUNS! Here are some suggestions: 

1. Write a fairy tale with your potential as a handsome 
prince who must rescue a beautiful damsel (that’s you) from 
the evil “Datelessias Fridaysias.” 

2. If you don’t know the fellow very well—just met him in 
your Freshman English class—think of a nice ice-breaking 
invitation. I suggest an ice-block with a message like, “When 
I first saw you, I thought my heart would MELT—so I 


husband answers. 


NOVEMBER 5 


‘I don’t get dates. I have no friends. Heck, I 
don’t even have a roommate. I am 


WILL YOU GO TO PREFERENCE WITH ME? 


thought I’d BREAK THE ICE by asking you to Preference. 
Don’t leave me IN THE COLD, answer ASAP.” Don’t forget 
to put the message in a plastic bag before putting it in the 
block of ice. A soggy, smeared invitation does not make the 
kind of first impression we desire. 

3. The ever-faithful candy bar cards. Buy a collection of 
candy with definite pun possibilities and make a message 
with them. One suggestion: “I know there’s a connection 
TWIXt you and me! We’d have MOUNDS of (Almond) JOY 
at Preference!” 

4. Send him on a scavenger hunt. Invent ingenious clues. 


SEE PREFERENCE 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 4 


DIARY OF A FRESHMAN, PART 7: 
UR FAVORITE FRESHMAN GETS A LIFE 


NOVEMBER 1 


In math class, a girl called Mary-Kaye sits 
next to me and asks me the time. Without 
question, she’s attracted to me in some very 
deep and meaningful way. I call her in the 
evening for a date but, to my horror, her 


She makes the mythical Helen look like a 
Rottweiler. And then she asks me out. Satur- 
day, 4:00p.m. in the park. I’m bringing th 
frisbee. A 


CLARIFICATION 


- Anadvertisement in the new BYU 
student directory erroneously de- 


scribes Deseret Towers as “comfort- 


us to think for ourselves. I resolve to forget 
Heber and find myself a date for the : 
weekend. | also go trick-or-treating, but stop 
when the first apple I get contains a Bic 
razor. 


depressed. I hold my head low as I walk past 
the Family Living Center. Clumsily, I bump 
into someone, and books fly everywhere. I 
bend down to retrieve them. Then I look up 
and I see a goddess. What peerless beauty! 


able quarters with myriad opportuni- 
ties for creative male and female 
bondage.” The ad should read bonding. 
Deseret Towers regrets the error. 


WHephi for first prize in the costume contest. 
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FAITH MOVES A MOUNTAIN 


Miracle has once again graced our campus. And you can witness it for yourself. Just look 
at the front cover of your Winter 1991 class schedule. 

“We knew that we wanted the Talmage building on our cover,” admitted Larry Bromley, 
aesthetics coordinator for the BYU Press. “But all that was looming behind that great 
building was the smog of the West Valley. PM-10 everywhere. We needed a miracle, 
something to better represent this university on the front of our class schedule.” 

Bromley says that on the scheduled morning, the photography crews awoke, set-up their 
equipment and prepared to snap the pictures of the Talmage building. All of the sudden, a 


PREFERENCE 
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 3 


And don’t limit yourself to just one or two clues—send him running all 
over campus. Make sure that your directions have him going in circles 
for a couple of hours. (An especially appropriate tactic if your choice is a 
little “husky.” By the time he finishes, he could put in a couple of miles 
and take off a couple of pounds.) Warning: Susan J. Smith of 
Hunstville, Alabama, a former U-Hall resident, used this technique with 
her prospective date, Lance J. Farnsworth of Fargo, North Dakota. Since 
neither Susan nor Lance were familiar with the area and since both had 
ditched their Y-group campus tours, they became hopelessly lost and 
never made it to Preference. They were last sighted wandering about in 
the steam tunnels, shrieking like ghouls. You may want to provide your 
potential date with a map of campus. 

5. Create a maze in his bedroom. Tangle string around and through 
chairs, bedposts, desks, lamps, etc. Make the network so tangled that it 
will take him a couple of hours and the help of his elder’s quorum 
presidency to unravel it. Attach a note to the end of the string, saying, “I 
don’t mean to STRING you along, but will you TWIST with me at the 
Preference Dance.” Warning: he could express his disgust with your 
choice of tactics by leaving the left-over mass of knotted string on your 
doorstep with a note that says “frayed knot.” 

6. Put a note in a balloon and fill the balloon with shaving cream. 
Climb to the top of any building on campus and wait for him to walk 
by. Drop the balloon on his head. The note should read, “I don’t mean 
to DROP this on you unexpectedly or BOMB out. But will you SHAVE 
and come to Preference with me?” 

7. Take a bag of peanut M&M’s and break each one open. Remove the 
peanut. Insert tiny strips of paper into each candy—a word (or a letter, 
if you are really diligent) on each strip. When you put the strips 
together, the message should read, “I’m NUTS about you. Will you be 
SWEET and go to Preference with me?” 

8. Have his roommate help you remove all of his clothes and shoes 
from his closet while he is asleep. Leave only a bathrobe with a note 
such as, “I don’t mean to DISPLAY my feelings to you but I havea 
MODEST request: Will you EXPOSE yourself at Preference. (Observing 
BYU Standards, of course.)” A 


large mountain appeared behind the building and hovered in the sky. 

“We didn’t ask questions. We just shot the Pio Bromley, a world-renowned airbrush 
expert explained. 

Victor Borges and the Seven Peaks development staff have commissioned bounty hunters 
to find the mountain. It is under consideration as a possible site for their next project—a ski 
resort in Provo. 

The BYU administration had no comments on the sighting. A 


EAVES DROP PI N'GS 


OCTOBER 24, 1:30 P.M. 
BOOKSTORE GREETING CARD SECTION 
Blonde to brunette while picking out birthday card for 
roommate: “I mean, we hate her, right? We're only doing 
this out of courtesy?” 
Brunette: “Ummm ...I guess so.” 


OCTOBER 25, 6:30 P.M., JKHB 


Male with a Franklin: “T’ve got your address, but what's your 
complex?” 
Male without Franklin: “Oedipal.” 


NOVEMBER 1, 8:30 P.M. 
OUTSIDE THE TESTING CENTER 


Bleary-eyed.student with pencils: “Is this the testing center?” 
Bleary-eyed student with score sheet: “I think so.” 


OCTOBER 30, 12:15 P.M., COUGAREAT 
Gullible sophomore #1: “Don’t tell me that, you guys. You 
- know I'm the only one who'd believe it.” 
Gullible sophomore #2: “Yeah, me too.” 


OCTOBER 24, 1:15 P.M. 
OUTSIDE THE BATTLE OF THE BANDS 


Real American: “Musically they’re okay, but Tees teen 
should be shut up.” 

Friend: “Free speech, man.” 

R.A.: “Free speech has got the world into the mess it’s in 
today ... Student Review? I’m burning it next week at the 
soapbox.” 


OCTOBER 28, 4:53 P.M. 
HBLL REFERENCE DESK 


Female librarian: “She was disappointed that it didn’t turn 
out to be a girl.” 

Male librarian: “Didn’t she get a mammogram to see what the 
kid was going to be?” 
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T STARTED OFF LIKE ANY OTHER MONDAY, 
Wednesday, or Friday. I found myself 
trudging up Maeser Hill to yet another 
engineering class. I was upset with 
myself for picking a major that would 
force me to attend classes that had 
absolutely no women in them. 

As I was walking towards the Clyde 
building, wondering how many babes I 
would meet if only I were an Elementary 
Education major, I found myself walking 
behind an extremely attractive young 
woman. I though, “Why can’t there be 
women like this in any of my classes?” 

The mere thought of an attractive female 
in one of my classes caused my mind to reel. 
That little dream was approaching reality as 
I noticed we were both headed towards the 
same building. Still my hopes were dim. 
Honestly, what were the chances of me 
having a thin young vixen in an engineering 
class?. 

We continued onward. I was astounded 
when I saw her enter the doors of the Clyde 
building. A woman in there? What a_ 
pleasant surprise! I noticed the palms of my 
hands getting sweaty as I followed her up 
the stairs that led to my class. Could this 
possibly be happening to me? 

The walk through the Clyde building was 
a short one, but it seemed I quickly 
underwent some type of physical 
metamorphosis. Aside from the sweaty 
palms, my mouth had gone dry, my knees 


WHAT? 
A WOMAN IN THE CLYDE BUILDING? 


by Matthew Workman 
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were quivering, I was breathing much too 
hard, and I think I even felt my pupils dilate. 
I was a mess. 

Perhaps my physically altered state 
accounted for the fact that I almost didn’t 


KS . Ass a 
hk: y 
WW 


\ XX Nr) 
‘ Ne 9; 

WSS rahe 

SS CY 


aw 


ILLUSTRATED BY MARYN ROOS 


notice when she turned into my classroom 
just in front of me. That’s when my heart 
stopped beating. 


I stood motionless in the hall. Did I just see 


that? Given my condition, hallucination 


could not be ruled out. 

Cautiously, I inched towards the door and 
peered inside. It was at that point, I realized 
there was a reason for my having been born 
to goodly parents who would one day send 
me to BYU. There, sitting in my assigned 
seat, was that very same vessel of perfected 
womanhood that had walked in front of me. 

This was it! What should I say? I 
collected my thoughts and decided to go 
with whatever came to my mind when. first 
saw her. : 

I walked up to her, in my best macho 
swagger, and said, “Hey, that’s my seat 
you're sitting in!” 

She snapped back. “Calm down, you 
geek. I must be in the wrong room.” Then 
she picked up her things and left my life 
forever. 

Perhaps I should major in 
communications. A 


CLARIFICATION 


Three traditionally-dressed Arabian 
ambassadors seeking the BYU Hosting 
Center were mistakenly directed to the 


BYU Testing Center. BYU wishes to 
apologize for the HGB employee who 
reported them to the Honor Code Office, 
and regrets their three-day confinement 
by Student Life psychologists and BYU 
barbers. It was a simple oversight. 


_ AN UNMARRIED MALE ENGLISH MAJOR? 
WHERE? 


by Joanna Brooks 


IRST SEMESTER, FRESHMAN YEAR, PHONE 
call to home. 

“Mom, Dad, | declared my 
major—English.” 

From the other end, silence. And 
then weeping. Wailing. Gnashing of 
teeth. 

I expected the reaction. My parents, two 
Sputnik-era-chemical-engineering-slide-rule 
types could not have taken the news any 
better. But, soon I found out, they did not 
fear this decision’s impact on my education. 

“Honey,” my mother sobbed, “where are 
most of your classes located?” 


“Well, I’ve got two in the JKHB and two in 


the Smith Family Living Center and ...” 

“The Smith Family Living Center?” my 
mother shrieked. “Only girls take classes 
there. How are you ever going to meet your 
Captain Moroni in the Smith Family Living 
Center?” 

She dissolved, and my father took the 
phone. 

“We'll talk to you later,” he said. After 
hanging the phone up, my mother lighted a 
candle on my behalf and called the Provo 


Daily Herald to put out a personal ad for me. | 


My father held his head in his hands and 
muttered. “T’ll never be able to marry them 
off this way. Humanities. SFLC. JKHB.” 

I thought they overreacted. 

And then I took English 251. 

A quick head count on the first day of 
class yielded this demographic analysis: 
88% women, 12% men. Of the male 
population, 75% were seen sporting a gold 
ring on a certain finger of their left hand. 


There were at least ten unmarried women 
for every unmarried male. 

It was as bad as my mother had feared. 

That night my grandmother called with a 
proposition. “Dear, there’s someone I'd like 
you to meet. Remember Jimmy, the boy in 
my ward I always talk about?” Yes, I 
remember Jimmy. Jimmy had hairy knuckles 
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and picked his nose in primary. “Well, he’s 
at BYU. He’d like to see you again. And... 
he’s a statistics major.” I told her that 
although the offer was tempting, oh so 
tempting, I had just contracted a major 


communicable disease and could not put her 


lifelong friend and fellow parishioner in 
physical jeopardy. 
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The next year I took 252, 223, 291, 292. 
The proportion remained the same. And my 
family grew more desperate. 

My father volunteered to line me up with 
a nice accountant type that was auditing his 
firm and hinted that monetary reward 
awaited me if I changed my major. My 
mother threatened to enroll me in charm 
school and put me on the debutante circuit 
if I didn’t. 

Well, I didn’t change my major. My 
family cut off my funds, so now, in my third 
year, I sell SuperSaver cards and Living 
Scriptures videos to finance my English 
education. I take 300-level English classes. 
And the ratio is still unpromising. 

As I look across my 324 class, all I see is a 
virtual ocean of fluffy white chiffon bows 
and large bangs. Too many Jane Austens. 
Too many Bronté sisters. Too many H.D.’s. 

Where are the Hemingways? The strong, 
well-read men with a lust for life? All I see 
are uptight, already married, pre- 
professional Wallace Stevens types. And 
one or two neurotic T. S. Eliots, who quake 
in the corners, leaning together, whispering, 
headpieces full of straw. 

Yes, it’s desperate. My family fears the 
worst. My father has distributed my dowry 
among my sibling younger sisters who claim 

a future in marketing and business. 

But I haven’t given up. I’ve taken a few 
steps. I eat lunch in the Crabtree Technology 
Building now. Sometimes I position myself 
just right near the waterfall in the Tanner 
building and pretend to study. 

And | declared my minor—it’s economics. 

Maybe the MARB holds my hope. A 


ERHAPS IT WAS MY FAULT—I HADN’T 
slept well the night before, and 
could hardly be expected to think 
straight at 7:20 a.m. I turned on the 
Today Show to wash away my 
dreams and bring myself to reality, 
and it was filling its function nicely 
when I suddenly found myself riveted. The 
face of David Duke, ex-Klansman, ex-Neo- 
Nazi, born-again Christian, and self- 
proclaimed Republican, filled the screen, 
calmly taking questions from and smoothing 
the feathers of an obviously uncomfortable 
interviewer. Duke had just taken second 
place in Louisiana’s gubernatorial primary, 
was a heartbeat away from being named 
governor of the Land of Dixie itself, and I 
was blinded. Blinded by the light. 

What is this obsession we have here in 
America with racial politics? Or rather, this 
paranoia? Race is the one issue that no one 
wants to talk about, yet every one uses (or 
abuses). Whether the questions are about 
capital punishment or capital gains, race 
always comes into play. The game of racial 
division is played by both the Right and the 
Left, turning what should be just another 
box to fill out on the census form into an 
issue that undergirds and overbears 
everything else. How dare we turn one’s 
nationality, one’s ethnic background, one’s 
race into a political tool! And yet it is done 
regularly, with wicked glee by the gnomes in 
both the Republican and Democratic 
National Committees. Not that they would 
admit it, of course. Challenge George Bush 
on the Willie Horton ads, and he will spew 
forth the same murky fog you will get from 
any politician: “I am not dividing the races, I 
am not a racist, I am colorblind...” 

Which is why David Duke blinded me— 
there was no murkiness in his statements; 
no, nothing but a blinding “white” light. He 
knows what he is about, he knows what he 
is saying; and he knows that if he says it 
cleverly enough, rationally enough, that 
sooner or later enough white voters will 
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ON DAVID DUKE: 


BLINDED BY THE LIGHT 


By Russell Fox 


agree with him to guarantee him a position 
of power in this country. By the time you 
read this, that may already have happened. 
David Duke has had extensive plastic 
surgery, so much so that his face has 
changed almost completely since his days as 
a national grand wizard of the Knights of the 
Ku Klux Klan. Have his beliefs changed as 
well? He claims that a religious conversion 
has led him away from the politics of hate, 
and there is evidence that might be so (for 
example, he quit the Klan in 1980, and 
apparently stopped celebrating Hitler's 
birthday with wild parties around 1985 or 
so). He says he is a Republican (Louisiana’s 
local and state Republican committees all 
denounce him, however, as does the White 
House), and that his form of Republicanism 
is a harbinger of politics just over the 
horizon. He talks about a union between 
fiscal conservatives and labor, and spends 
almost as much time bashing big 
corporations as he does attacking affirmative 
action and hiring quotas. He says he will 


work for the working man—particularly by 


lowering the white man’s tax burden 
through reducing government benefits to 
“them.” He’s smart enough not to make 
explicit references to race, but somehow you 
know he’s not referring to his constituency 
(basically white, working class voters) when 
he talks about how welfare has created an 
“anderclass” and: how America needs to 
stop the growth of this underclass by 
reducing the “illegitimate welfare birthrate.” 
Coming from a man with ties to the National 
Socialist White People’s Party and a history 


’ of urging the sterilization of poor blacks, a 


line like this hits you like a spotlight. 

The Republican party in Louisiana knows 
its reputation will never recover from a 
Duke victory, so they are as anxious to 
defeat him as are the Democrats. But it’s 
going to be close. Remember a few years 
back, when it was revealed that Kurt 
Waldhiem, former Secretary-General of the ~ 
United Nations and then candidate for 
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President of Austria, had been a Nazi officer 
during World War II? The international 
outcry was enormous—and Waldhiem, who 
was heading towards.a loss, won the 
Austrian presidency handily. Obviously, the 
Austrian people didn’t care much for 
outsiders condemning one of their own 
people and reacted; I wonder if the 
backwoods poor of Louisiana, who fight for 
their jobs against affirmative action 

- programs and see the NAACP as nothing 
less than an assault on their very way of life, 
won't feel the same way. Perhaps the best 
thing to do would be to ignore Duke, treat 
him as the fringe candidate that he is, and 
hope he'll go away. 

Except it won’t work, because he won’t go 
away. As long as the two major parties of 
this nation play footsie with race, targeting 
whites and blacks and heaven knows who 
else with one divisive message, one 
inflammatory ad after another, there is going 
to bea lot of darkness out there. And that 
means people with light, whether they be 
David Duke for the white man or Louis 
Farrakan for the black man, will have power 
over the national agenda. 


Duke actually has some ideas, and anyone ~ 


deserves to be listened to. But mainly his 
ideas are re-worked hate, just a sentence 
splice or a qualifying comment away from 
racist propaganda. We wish he’d disavow 
his past, and jump through the hoops 
America sets up as part of its game of 
National Forgiveness. This, David Duke 
refuses to do. Hence we fret, and ask silly 
questions like, “When is a man politically 
forgiven?” and “How can we get his 
supporters on our side without standing 
beside him?” These are silly questions 
because they are unnecessary; that which is 
good in David Duke's rhetoric could be 
easily picked up by a candidate from either 
party, and then not only would the racial 
debate in this nation go up several notches in 
substance, but unpleasant creations of 
democracy like David Duke would fade 
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quietly away. 

Unfortunately, don’t expect that to 
happen. To deal with the fears and concerns 
Duke taps so well would be to shed light on 
difficult problems and wrestle with them. 
Politicians of both parties currently prefer 
the fuzzy confusion which allows them to 
pontificate but not to pursue policy. So the 
denunciations and denials will continue; _ 
Republicans and Democrats will continue to 
quietly play the race game while publicly 
denying it; and issues will continue to go 
unresolved in the murky dark. And 
meanwhile, more and more people will be 
attracted to David Duke's blinding white 
light. A 


CLARIFICATION 


There is no truth behind the claims 
of quitting football players that 
assistant coach Roger French is a 
profane, insensitive jerk. “He’s an 
angel,” reads a statement from the 
BYU Athletic Department. “A doll. A 
cuddly, little kewpie doll. Probably 
one of the three Nephites, even. We 
want all of our kids to grow up tobe - 
just like him.” 


CLARIFICATION 


Although the BYU bell tower’s 
hourly chimings of “Come Come Ye 
Saints” were replaced Monday with 
such tunes as “Come Together,” 
“Come Up to.My Room,” and 
“Relax,” the administration wishes to 
point out that this was a one-time- © 
only occurrence. Bell-ringer Quoissy 
Modeaux has been fired. 


ELEGY 


by Joanne Linnabary 


HEN I LEFT MY LECTURE CLASS IN THE NEW 
Joseph Smith building a few weeks 
ago, I left through the less crowded 
side door to make my way back to 
campus. My head was buzzing with 
constitutional politics and the two- 
party system, when something broke 
through and captured my attention. It wasn’t the 
volcanic ebullience of some homecoming revellers; 
rather a clot of long-faced students sedately staring at 
the backside of an old building. 

“Backside” is perhaps a misnomer; the entire 
southeast quarter of the building was rubble. A 
solitary man with a backhoe was pulverizing the 
mangled pipes, concrete and wood that lay on the 
ground. Nearby windows were darkened, broken, 
cracked. A wooden door with a pink poster too far 
away to read, but presumably issuing a warning, 
vacantly brooded two stories up the sheer and 
exposed inner wall. I wondered whether I would 
normally be in the classroom wistfully longing for life 
outside the wooden door, or out in the hall waiting to 
see the professor. Whatever it used to be, the door was 
now forever shut on its airy and haunting past. 

Tearing down the building carried with it a spooky 
sense of wastefulness and foreboding, even when the 
building is unsafe. As a whole, I prefer permanence 
and conservatism. But when the building boasts the 
name of a respected and influential religious leader, 
the feeling carries with it a sear, a “zero to the bone.” 
Far from being a mere assault on mortar and brick, it 
becomes an attack on one’s self. 

In this modern-day Carthage, the mob wears 
protective clothing, conceals its identity behind dusty 
safety glass visors. It cases the darkening building by 
flashlight , toting arsenals of dynamite that will shred 
the evening silence and tear through walls like bullets 
through flesh. A chain link fence, bent down and torn 
in places by the curious, surrounds and imprisons the 
area. One students slides deftly under, creeps to the 
rubble and extricates a souvenir while a guard dog 
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barks at the intruder. I, standing nearby, do not blame 
the thief. “No Trespassing” is understandable, but if 
there was hope of a last hour savior, even I would 
rush in and throw myself at the doomed structure. 

The mob momentarily withdraws, and spikes of 
light and sound wrack the air. An inner room is no 
more. A classroom? An office? I hope the testimonies 
nurtured there fared better. Did I ever bear my own 
into that room? A flash of pain rips through my brain 
as though they laid the dynamite beneath my own 
chair. 

In a few days, the destruction was silent. Now it 
falls to others at BYU to rebuild and carry on the 
vision. The old building will exist only in pictures and 
the hazy recesses of memory. Never again can I 
wander past old classrooms, hearing strains of “Praise 
to the Man,” or a teacher’s hushed lecture on D&C 
135. Never can I peek through the door into my New 
Testament class and see Celia sitting near the front, 
with Brother Black meekly presenting Powerhouse 
Paul. Never can I slip up the steps to my second story 
seat to hear Brother Bailey open the curtains on the 
resurrection, allowing its rays of hope to illuminate 
my mortality. For now, I only see swirling, 
psychedelic ruins. | am numb. 

Like mortals’ death, demolition takes away the soul 
of a building, leaving only the haunted corpse of clay 
and wood to await a modernized, earthquake-proof 
resurrection. All things must be laid down to be 
picked up again. But in between this destruction and 
rebuilding, “I am a dead man.” 

Yet there is some comfort. Sitting on my kitchen 
shelf is a brick, a piece of yesterday that can gather 
dust downstairs and serve as physical evidence of my 
place in Mormon history. This brick, rather than being 
a sullen symbol of destruction, may become a trinket 
that my children will enshrine among the family 
artifacts. And just as the early Saints gathered to 
witness the dedication of the Salt Lake Temple, so 
have I stood in concert with others in the ongoing 
history of the kingdom. A 
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INSIDE THE AMERICAN STUDY GROUP— 
PART TWO 


by Larry Johnson 


Editor's Note: This is the second of a two- 
part series on the local anti-communist 
organization the American Study Group. The 
views expressed do not reflect those of SR or its 
sponsors. 


OU HAVE A HARD TIME BELIEVING 
George Bush is involved ina 
conspiracy to overthrow the U.S. 
government? Joel Skousen contends 
that Bush’s term “New World 
Order” is a code word that the 
conspiracy uses. Basically, it means 
a world government. Anyone familiar with 
communism knows that’s what “they” 
want, and Skousen believes recent events 
are just a new tactic in the same strategy. 
Both Skousen and Group leader Sterling 
Allan agree that the events of the last ten 
years in Eastern Europe are part of a grand 
scheme. This is the basic pattern they 
describe: A very active member of the 
Communist Party suddenly quits the Party 
and leads an opposition movement. These 
are ruthless people, strongly entrenched in 
the conspiracy. They would not really 
suddenly abandon the Party. Rather, they 
were selected to be the “Yes-Men” needed 
to provide credibility. Skousen pointed out 
that Boris Yeltsin was a high official in the 
Party, then quite conveniently quit and 
emerged as the hero in August. 


THE MORALITY OF CAPITALISM 


How do these conspirators get free 
people to accept communist rule? Skousen 
explained: In our capitalist system, people 
are compensated according to their true 
worth. What you do in your private life 
affects how productive you are. The system 
ends up rewarding some people with high 
incomes, but the majority feel 
undercompensated. In communism and 
socialism, the majority of people are 
overcompensated for their work. People 
leading the conspiracy are of very low 
moral worth; so they have the most to gain 
from a communist system. 

Skousen claims the coup followed 


communism’s patterns of feigning reform. 
Coups are not new to the USSR, but in the 
past they were “silent.” Skousen pointed out 
that the coup leaders had recently been 
promoted to high level positions, when only 
a short time earlier they'd been mere mid- 
level management. Why the promotion? 


’ Because they were going to be used asa 


cover. The previous holders of their 
positions were running the show from 
behind the scenes. (The rash of “suicides” we 
heard about were really assassinations, 
something most Sovietologists would agree 
the communists have practiced throughout 
history.) 

To prove his point, Skousen asked a few 
questions. Why would the head of the KGB 
flee from his own organization? How is it 
that the efficient KGB failed to arrest 
Gorbachev? How could they fail to cut off 
communication between Yeltsin and Bush? 
Skousen cannot believe anyone would be so 
naive as to think the KGB is that 
incompetent. 

How do we know Yeltsin and other 
“former communists” never left the Party? 
Skousen suggested the repentance process. 
A key element of repentance, he pointed out, 
is to confess your sins. In order for Yeltsin to 
repent, he would have to tell all the details of 
the conspiracy—something he’s never done. 
This struck me as an interesting claim, so 
after the meeting I asked if it weren’t 
possible that he knew he'd be killed if he 
tried to expose the conspiracy. My hosts 
answered that Whitaker Chambers had 
confessed and lived. I have no idea who Mr. 
Chambers was, so that didn’t help me much. 


BUSH: THE FRONT MAN 


Many members of the American Study 
Group believe George Bush has been in the 
conspiracy for years. He is a long time 
member of the Skull and Bones club, an 
exclusive and secret organization of Yale 
alumni. Yale graduates tend to be rich, 
powerful, and successful. He was also head 
of the CIA. Skousen tells a story about an FBI 
agent who was found to know too much 
about a conspiracy to kill Reagan (who, 
paradoxically, the group also believes to be a 


conspirator). This agent was transferred out 
of the FBI and transferred to an insurance 
company in Seattle, where he was paid 
$100,000 a year. Skousen tells of an 
informant he was familiar with, who was 
invited to a party by an FBI agent involved 
in the conspiracy. The agent drank too much 
and consequently divulged information, the 
most damning of which was an explanation 
of why almost every FBI and CIA agent at 
the party was wearing the same ring. The 
ring, of course, was how the conspirators 
recognized one another. Skousen explained 
that, though LDS Church members are 
recruited by both agencies, they are left out 
of high level positions due to their moral 
scruples. 

I asked about Roger Porter, Bush's top 
domestic advisor and a member of the 


Church, and Brent Scowcraft, also a member ' 


and Bush’s top foreign policy advisor. 
Skousen hinted that Scowcroft isn’t exactly 
an active member of the Church—something 
I'd heard before—and that Porter isn’t an 
insider. 

Meanwhile, Sterling Allan was able to 
elaborate further, and with better examples, 
as to why he believes Bush is involved in the 
communist conspiracy. Gorbachev, in his 
book Perestroika, explained that his country’s 
reforms are a leap forward in socialism. He 
said this several times, and Allan claims 
Bush knows what Gorbachev is talking 
about. Bush’s official position is that he fully 
supports Perestroika; he could say that with 
little fear because the majority of Americans 
see the changes as steps toward the end of 
communism. 

One of Allan’s strongest statements is that 
the blood of the innocent people killed by 
communism will be on our garments if we 
do not repent and actively fight this evil. He 
quoted President Benson as saying that the 
Lord knows that the elders of the Church are 
sleeping giants. Allan believes Church 
members can make a powerful difference. In 
short, many of us need to repent of being 
slothful servants. He assured me that he 
believes these days are days of gloom for the 
wicked, but the righteous have reason to 


. find hope in the Lord. 
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THE DISBANDING 


Allan issued a two page press release 
stating that the decision to disband the 
controversial, 4,000 member American Study 
Group came from its leadership. But, he also — 
admits there were problems with the 
public’s perception of the group. Some 
members of the group had been approached 
by their church leaders about their 
involvement in the group. Their concerns 
were apparently resolved when given the 
truth about the group. 

The fourteen group leaders who made the 
decision to disband felt they would have 
spent too much time correcting the 
misconceptions—time they would rather 
spend on other objectives. They also felt they 
had learned enough and it was now time to 
prepare for the future by working on their 
spirituality, learning self-sufficiency, and 
having their food supplies ready. 

In an interview, Allan quoted 1 
Thessalonians 5:3, “For when they shall say, 
peace and safety; then sudden destruction 
cometh upon them” as his reason for being 
concerned for the future. 

The leaders of the group were mostly 
concerned that they may have been seen as 
being in opposition to the Brethren. They 
feared people inclined toward apostasy 
might join the group. Many group members 
hold church callings, some are Bishops and 
Stake Presidents. No one was threatened 
with church discipline, to Mr. Allans 
knowledge. 

Allan, like many of his friends is a man of 
conviction. Their beliefs have not changed. 
Allan compared his group to the resent fire 
in Oakland, California. Although the original 
fires were put out, embers continued to burn 
and those embers eventually caused the 
destruction of thousands of homes. 
According to Sterling Allan, like those 
embers, former members of the American 
Study Group will continue to influence those 
around them. A 


OST DAYS UNTIL THE WINTER COMES YOU CAN 
find Oregon Willie strumming his six 
string on the corner of University and 
Center. Willie’s not his given name, of 
course, but he looks like Willie 
Nelson—especially with those two 
auburn braids hanging over his 
dhoulders. He’s got an American flag bandanna, 
iplannel shirt, a guitar case with bumper stickers from 
jt. George and the anti-war movement, and a 
portfolio full of flyers and newspaper clippings. 
ide’ll show them to you if you chance to stop and 
jthat. SR did just that. 


| Willie: See here, my clippings. Read that. Porter 
aiRockwell, a film that I was in. Kingsbury Hall. That’s 
(Willie Nelson. See how close that I look to him. Look 
jit this picture right here and check out Willie. 


| SR:The only thing you're missing is the space in 


i} W: ButI gotta get my beard back. I shaved since 
then and I’ve kind of lost something. Folks have said 
ihe same thing, that I took something away by 
‘ashaving my beard. Here’s some drawings they’ve 
aidone of me over in St. George, over at Dixie College. 
4jdere I played at the State Fair. Here’s Willie Nelson. 
‘GNow you can see, on the smile, I look pretty close. 
o#And then I got that clipping there. And I was in a 
‘Hvodeo out in California. In Needles, California, Reno, 
ahind Vegas ... 
2) SR: Really? What did you do in Vegas? 
| W: Played over at the Circus Circus chili cook-off, 
qhnd that’s where I met Diana Ross and Dan 
idaggerty. They were the judges of the cook-off. See, 
ja got this friend who has a limo company and he lets 
) gine ride in it—free of course. And that’s fine. 
jOtherwise that would eat me up, money wise. This 
iis my classmate, Bob Dylan. He’s from Minnesota; 
} ‘’m from there, originally. 
“| SR: You've been in the movie Teen Angel? 
W: And the St. George phone book. 
a| SR:So you knew Bob Dylan? You went to high school 
}with Bob Dylan? 
W: From 1955 up to 1959. Yes. 
SR: So were you friends with Bob Dylan at all? 
| W: I sure was. Some of the kids thought that he was off- 
i:he-wall because he’d done a show one time in the audito- 
julvium. Of course he was playing some pretty wild music and 
awome of the kids booed him. I guess he was before his time. I 
japened for him 1959, 1960, ‘61 ... in Minneapolis, over at 
|Dinky Town. It was a coffee house hang out. There was a lot 
pf hippies at that time, starting up ‘60, ‘61. Back then he was 
jRobert Zimmerman, and they'd call him Ziggy all the time. 
4) SR: You pawned your guitar for lunch money once. 
ddow’d you get it back? 
W: I got a spot job cutting some lawns and washing 
‘windows and I took $35 and spent it so I could get it back. 
SR: You play every day? 
| W: Itry to keep in practice. 
SR: How do you usually make your money? 
| W: Playing music and going and doing extras in some 
iilms. Small parts. I’m hoping I can get better at it. I sit here 
jon the bench and I play tunes and I set my cap out and 
j2eople walk by and toss in a dollar, three dollars, four 


{ 


SR: And you'll go and get yourself some dinner. 
W: Yeah, I go buy lunch over at Los Hermanos or 


SR: Where do you stay at night? 

W: I’m staying at Spanish Fork now; I’ve got good 
@itriends. 

SR: It sounds like you've been able to put a little money 
*Waway. Get a bus ticket now and then ... 

__W: I squeeze a dollar until it shouts. 

} SR: This clipping says that you catch freight trains, sleep 
ohander bridges, and sing for whatever supper your audience 
{is willing to give ... 

W: That’s in the past. 

} SR: You don’t catch freight trains anymore? You've gone 
‘Hegit? Is it dangerous to ride freight trains? 


i | el 
AN INTERVIEW WITH OREGON WILLIE 


by Joanna Brooks 


W: Very. There’s a lot of track people or bums, hobos that 
will rob others if they got a dollar on them or fifty cents. It’s 
very, very dangerous. So I don’t do it no more. 

SR: Where’d you used to ride the line between? 

W: Salt Lake to Vegas and on the Rio Grande on Salt Lake 
over to Denver. I'll never do it again. I’m all done with that. 

SR: You said your family has all passed away. Were you 
ever married? Did you have any kids? 

W: Sure was. I was married 13 years. But she couldn’t 
have any children. Now I’m divorced. I met her at a bar in 
Minneapolis. At that time she was a hippie like me. Now 
she’s gotten class and gotten out of that: she’s a hooker. Her 
name is Patty. 

SR: When did you come out west? Why did you leave 
Minneapolis? 

W: I came out west in 1969 and then I left and went back 
east for a few years; back to New York City. 

SR: Tough stuff. Where in the city? 

W: Down in Greenwich Village. 

SR: You and everybody else with a guitar seems to end up 
in Greenwich Village. How'd you like the Village? How long 
were you there? 

W: Oh, I spent two years over there. I lived basically in 
the streets, just like Bob Dylan did. 

SR: You're awful close to Dylan. Do you relate better to 
Dylan or Willie Nelson? Do you have a sixties soul? 

W: I say both. I do have a sixties soul. In 1961 or 1962, 
during the civil rights march I thumbed down to march in 
Selma. To help out some of the people, which I felt I could 
do. With all of the other hippies. And it didn’t work out that 
way. They sent in the National Guard with hoses and hosed 
all the people off the sidewalk. It was scary. I got beat up 
pretty bad. After that incident I left and never came back. 

SR: You were a hippie in the early sixties? 

W: Yeah, from 1961 up til 1970. And I didn’t work. Very 
little. (Two kids pass by Willie’s bench to chat, commenting 
on his cut beard and promising to get him a name plate for 
his bench. “Got a knife?” asks one. “T’ll carve it in right 
now.”) 

SR: These friends of yours? You've got a lot of friends 
around here. 

W: Sure do. Probably half of Provo. Everywhere I go it’s 
the same—they want autographs and pictures and me on 
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their t-shirts. 

SR: How long have you been hanging out in 
Provo? 

W: Four years. You can’t miss me on this bench. 

SR: Same bench for four years? Get any hassles? 
The police? 

W: Just one time, but since I’ve done that movie, 
they know who I am now so they go by and wave at 
me. They’re my friends. At first they’d ID me all the 
time. 

SR: Why do you keep coming back to Provo? 
Friendly territory? 

W: It’s friendly, and I’ve had cancer so I come up 
here to see the same doctor. The clinic is in St. 
George, so I travel between St. George and Provo. 

SR: How’s your cancer going? 

W: Up and down. My doctor in St. George, he 
takes care of me. 

SR: How do you pay for it? 

W: Social services. They pay half, and the Cancer 
Society pays the other part. 

SR: Are you in chemo? You haven’t lost your hair... 

W: I’ve lost some of it on the crown, but it’s 
growing back. It’s thin.I’m not on chemo now. Now 
they just check my blood every month. Three tubes 
of it. The cancer is in remission as far as I know. 
Cancer of the lymph nodes. I’m hoping that it never 
comes back. 

SR: Tell me about the time you met Willie Nelson. 

W: I got to meet him in St. George in 1989. Over at 
Dixie College. I got to meet him when he done that 
concert and some of the police over there set it up so 
I could meet him. And when I met him, I floored him 
because he wasn’t expecting to see someone else that 
looked like him. I had a good time. sat on his bus for 
30 minutes. 

SR: You told me you sat down and had a drink 
with him. What'd you drink? 

W: We drank Jack Daniels. That’s his drink of choice. It’s 
got the black label on it and it says “Number 7” on it. 

SR: But you don’t drink. 

W: Very, very little, but I’d do it for Willie. 

SR: Are you LDS? 

W: I sure am. I got baptized in 1981 up in Oregon; Second 
Ward over at Grant's Pass. It’s pretty up there. I had a small 
cabin that I lived in. I’d done work in that area. Like a 
caretaker, so I got free rent. 

SR: Are you religious? You’re a member of the Church, 
but do you still believe in it? 

W: Absolutely, fully. I believe in God. I believe in the 
Mormon Church. And I believe in the prophet. Absolutely. 
Sure. I’m not a very good tithe payer because I don’t have a 
lot of money where I can afford to hand them 10%. But just 
because I don’t, doesn’t mean I’m not LDS. 

SR: Do you have a home ward that you go to? 

W: Over in St. George. Twenty-second ward. Terry Wade 
is my bishop. He is a lawyer. He’s very, very nice. He’s 
helped out a lot. He helps out on food. He tries to find me 
work—it’s very tough. St. George is more judgmental than 
Provo. I love the Mormons but that’s one thing I have 
against them. They oughta look at a man’s heart—not how 
he looks. So Iam down on them for that. 

(A drunk man walks up to Willie’s corner and starts 
yelling at us. He asks us what we're doing—if this is a job 
and if so what kind of work is this. He’s got a job, he says; 
his shift starts at midnight. He points to my friend’s camera. 
“Do you want to take a picture of a real Navajo?” He lets 
down his ponytail.“T’ll show you art. Not that BYU #@%!!.” 
Willie is visibly scared. Eventually the man leaves.) 

SR: Are there a lot of crazies down here? 

W: Quite a few of them. 

SR: A lot of drunks come out of the bars down there? 
They bother you any? 

W: Some ... but then I get up and walk away. 

SR: Have you gotten beat up in Provo? 

W: Not yet. 

SR: Scared sometimes? 


SEE WILLIE CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE 
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WILLIE, FROM PREVIOUS PAGE 


W: Sometimes. It kind of bugs 
me, yeah. 

SR: Do college kids every bug 
you? Threaten you? 

W: No, they just come and visit 
me on the bench. The kids from the 
Y are good, well mannered. I’ve 
had a lot of them stop and sit on 
the bench and chat. 

SR: What about the group of 
people who live on the streets here 
in Provo? Is there a system? Do 
you know each other? 

W: I'd only know them if I saw 
them. I spent some time over at 
Food and Shelter Coalition two 
years ago, but I don’t go over there 
anymore. I don’t like some of the 
scum bags over there. 

SR: Why do you call them “scum 
bags?” 

W: Because that’s what they are. 
They’re parasites. They lay on the 
sidewalks and get handouts of 
change for wine and booze. 
Anybody that does drink is fine, 
but I don’t want to be around 
them. 

SR: Some people say that people 
who live on the street want to live 
on the street. What about you? 


Why do you live out here? Do you 
have a choice? If you had your 
druthers what would you be doing 
right now? 

W: Id rather be living in a condo. 
I don’t enjoy living off the sidewalk, 
no. It’s financial that stops me. And 
sooner or later if I can get in some 
bigger parts in films, I won’t have 
to worry about it. But it’s not my 
choice ... living on the sidewalk. I 
think that it’s age, for one: I’m 52 
and I can’t get a job, and number 
two is that I got an image that 
employers don’t like. They don’t 
want to hire ... 

SR: A Willie Nelson look-alike. 

W: Right. But I got a lot of 
knowledge on a lot of things for 
jobs. I’ve done welding and I’ve 
been a paramedic and a garbage 
man. I’ve been a painter. There's a 
lot of jobs that I can do. But 
employers are fussy on hair length 
and having a beard and an earring. 
But I enjoy living how I am now— 
I’m free and I’m not locked into the 
system. See people, they get locked 
in and then they can’t get out. I 
never was in it. Not at any time. I 
played their game so I could get by. 


I’m not locked in at all and I 
never will be. That’s 666. Satan. 
They’re coming out now witha 
chip that goes on your hand, and 
the only way you can buy food is 
with that under a laser beam, and 
that’s the mark of the beast—666. 
I'll survive. I’ve been a survivor 
for years and I'll keep right on 
surviving. The system is phony 
and its greed and I’m nota 
greedy person. If I make $5 on 
Monday and $10 on Tuesday, I’m 
satisfied and I don’t complain. If 
you complain, that’s when you're 
gonna lose. I got something that 
60 million people would like to 


-have and they don’t have it. 


SR: What's that? 

W: Peace of mind. They don’t 
have it. They’re locked into the 
system. They’re worrying about 
their job and how they’re going 
to pay for their brand new car 
and shelling out $400 or $500 a 
month at a condo. I am worry 
free on all of that. I’m on this 
earth, but I’m not locked into it. 
“In the world, not of it.” That’s 
me. A 


NEW FINDINGS FROM THE HILL 
CUMORAH EXCAVATIONS 


Dr. N. Phelps Mayron, Professor of Archaeology, Ancient American and Mormon Studies at the 
University of Utah—Toole, has been excavating a site on the south side of the hill Cumorah for the 
past 6 years. Asa public service, Student Review offers this brief summary of his findings: 


3. Nephi’s a 
11. Nehores 
foot), 21. Zebulon’s back-scratcher, 24. 


Lamanite tribal head-dress, 28. Jasher’s one string jammen’ s 
33. Colonel Klink’s hat, 34. King Solomon's bos rae: drain cover Ghowing sun and moon stone insignia), 35. Lemuel’s play toys, 


36. First attempt at Anti-Nephi- 


i steering w! 


e-corer, 4. Pacumeni’s tooth-brush (with cover), 9. Fragment of the Liahona’s protective cover, 10. Omner’s hat, 
iron cover, 12. The youn 


brother of Akish’s doll’s helmet, 18: Nehor’s 9-iron, 19. Gidgidonah‘s shoe horn (eft 


ck-cover of Jacob's cello, 25. Sh 
guitar, 29. 


eel, 39. Ancient power too 


evil tools, 26. 


. Sarah’s ancient thimble, 27. 
olumbian tooth-pick, 31. Gadianton’s first dunce cap, 


blade, 40. Even sharper evil tool, 44. Corianton’s 


bong the had more sins than one), 48. Captain Moroni’s beer mug (inverted), 55. Leif Erickson’s cap. 
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HENEVER MY FRIEND ED AND I 
don’t feel like doing our 
schoolwork, which occurs 
fairly frequently, we chat in 
my Les Nessman-like 
“office” in the room of 
graduate student carrels. 
Invariably, our profound discussions return 
to the topic of the Biosphere. I don’t know 
whether Ed likes to talk about it as much as I 
do, but since I’m enthralled with that three- 
acre glass island in the Arizona desert, we 
discuss it every day. 

It used to be that whenever I was 
overwhelmed by the petty responsibilities of 
my uneventful life, 1 would indulge in an 
agrarian fantasy. Usually my plan featured 
the motif of me knocking on Wendell Berry’s 
door in Kentucky and asking him if I could 
help him weed his garden in exchange for an 
occasional sugar beet (figuring beets would 
give me the same unlimited energy they 
gave Mrs. Howell in the Irradiated Seeds 
episode of Gilligan's Island). As soon as he 
would see me, Berry would recognize me as 
a kindred soul and silently hand mea 
coonskin cap and a hoe. 

However, now my agrarian fantasy has 
been replaced with the Great Biosphere 
Escape—a pseudo scientific/agrarian 
fantasy, which is much more appealing to a 
post-Star Wars child. I imagine that I fly out 
to the desert and hike to the sparkling 
pyramid. I knock on the back door and 
gesture through the glass to the beautiful 
blond people in sleek space suits as they 
milk their goats in their little community. 
But the dream always ends in frustration, 
because as soon as they see me, they start 
laughing and send me back to Provo because 
my skin isn’t perfect and my breasts are too 
small. I know they would send Ed away, too. 
Even though he jogs enough to make himself 
feel like a radiant teenager again, no amount 
of cardiovascular endurance can compensate 
for his receding hairline—sign of extra 
testosterone or no. He'll tell you that, too. 

We're just a little bitter because we would 
have liked to have gone into the Biosphere 
and lived off the generosity of an eccentric 
millionaire for a few years. But no one 
informed us about the tryouts to bea 
biospherian. Where were the flyers? Did 
they run an ad in the paper? Maybe they 


OETRY READINGS HAVE BEEN MISSING FROM THE BYU 
experience for too long. But weep no more, 
poetry lovers—Monday Night Poetry is here. 
Each Monday night at seven o'clock at Cafe 
Haven (1605 S. State, Orem) there are open 
poetry readings. Everyone is invited to come and 


ARTS & 


WE WANT IN THE BIOSPHERE 


by Alisha Mellen and Ed Cutler 


[cE IS -USR E 


found the people at a Trekkie convention. 
Our complaint is that no one includes us in 
anything. No one has ever asked us to be ina 
psychology experiment. I’ve never been 
surveyed. Ed almost was once, but it turned 
out to be a telephone advertisement in 
disguise. And you can be sure that no one 
asked either of us whether Provo was the 
most liveable city in the U.S. Who voted in 
that survey, anyway? 

Ed claims that if he had two years in the 
sphere, he could finally write a novel. Me 
too! No matter how terrible the novel was, it 
would be guaranteed to become famous, not 
only in this generation, but in centuries to 
come. Literary critics would have a heyday 
trying to trace how our time in the sphere 
influenced the novel: “Ah, yes, here he calls 
his friend a ‘bubble-head’—perhaps influ- 
enced by the bubble he was living in at the 
time.” Try generating that excitement about 
a text created in Provo. 

Not only would we finally write our 
novels, we'd also be able to join the lecture 
circuit (a.k.a easy money for life). Annie 
Dillard came to BYU a few years ago and got 


paid $4000 to give a two-hour lecture. She 
didn’t even write a speech for the lecture— 
she just read the second chapter from one of 
her books. (Ed points out that he could have 
just created her in his mind and bought the 
book for $5.00. Without the Biosphere edge, 
we would probably never get on the circuit 
for our writing. Our only option would be to 
join Liddy and his infamous friends on the 
crime lecture circuit. Unfortunately, our 
wide, innocent eyes and chubby cheeks 
instantly rule out our chances for fame 
through crime. 

They would never let a couple of Mormon 
youths in the sphere anyway, because it’s 
become quite clear what those Biospherians 
are all about. We all saw that elderly doctor 
say with a twinkle, “We are not ruling out 
sex.” Ed suggests, however, that although 
the doctor is rather dashing and looks 
something like Captain Picard of StarTrek: 
The Next Generation, he may not get any of 
the action. Maybe he hasn’t ruled out sex, 
but his fellow Biospherians may have. 
Anyway, those wild Biospherians would 
never let a couple of chaste Mormons in 


there because we would decrease the sex 
pool. It’s not really fair because I have a 


’ psychology degree and once planned to bea 


sex therapist (a plan later abandoned due to 
lack of experience). I would go in there for 
the purpose of serious research. I would 
carefully, thoroughly document all 
reproductive antics for the benefit of 
generations to come. But no, they throw that 
kind of expertise and dedication right 
through the plate-glass side of the pleasure 
dome. 

If I went into the Biosphere, I would 
finally know my place in the Great Chain of 
Being. In the microcosm, I would know my 
exact relation to the plants, animals, and my 
fellow Biospherians. I would even know 
exactly how much waste I make and how 
guilty I should feel for consuming products; 
since the sphere is sealed, I would know 
exactly my contribution to environmental 
pollution. It’s on this issue that Ed and I 
have a dramatic disagreement. He says that 
they can’t even have toilet paper because 
they would have to recycle it. I disagree, 
because if they were in space, they could just 
throw it into the infinite universe. Ed 
maintains that we shouldn’t pollute space. I 
say we couldn't pollute it if we tried—I 
guess I still believe in a vast frontier while 
he, limited in vision, cannot conceive 
infinity. But again, the image of soiled wads 
of bathroom tissue floating in infinite space 
could desacrilize anyone’s vision of the 
eternities. 

Anyway, if we could be in that simple, 
miniature community, our lives would be 
much more profound and interesting. Every 
simple action, from the weeding of alfalfa 
sprouts to the cleaning of the VCR heads, 
would be significant in the little community. 
We would know exactly how we fit into it 
and we would be extremely important. If 
they ever tried to make a policy without 
surveying our opinions, we could just go 
haywire and threaten to smash the walls or 
uproot the garden. 

But the way it stands now, the closest we'll 
come to a Biosphere is this two-year sentence 
we serve in the basement of the humanities _ 
building with our graduate colleagues. It’s a 
shame because we'll probably never get 
famous and the dress code does not compare 
to the real Biospherians’ cool uniforms.A 


POETRY LOVERS UNITE! 


by Sean Ziebarth 


Eamon Grennan’s “Couple”: 


read poetry (your own or from your favorite 


poets) or just to listen and enjoy. 


The first reading, on October 21st, was very successful. 
Eight people read poetry from such greats as Robert 
Frost, Edna St. Vincent Millay, P.K. Page, James Wright, 
A.R. Ammons, and Shel Silverstein. Everyone sat in a 
circle on the floor of the book cove, Indian style, and took 
turns at the poet’s chair. Steve Gibson, one of the readers, 
described the experience as “comfort with quality,” 


They'll have dinner together. 


The little tongue of flame 


a glitter of liquid gold 
running away 


of asparagus, the fleshed 
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referring to the atmosphere and poetry, respectively. Indeed, 
it was a relaxing way to spend a Monday evening, brighten- 
ing a usually dull day. Monday Night Poetry is also an 
excellent alternative or additive to Family Home Evening. 
To give you a taste of the poetry read, here is a stanza from 


will sing in the wineglass, the butter 


through the pale green fingers 


wedge of swordfish swimming 


in cream, a whiteness of rice, 
flowered plates. 


Now you should be hungry for poetry and food. Cafe 
Haven has both. The space was previously occupied by 


The Keck, but owner Kim Ashton did a wonderful job of 
revamping the place, giving it new life. Cafe Haven is a 


nice, safe, intimate cafe and bookstore. Ashton serves 


soups, salads, chips, and a homemade, garden-fresh salsa 


that titillates the tongue. She is kind enough to give a home 


to Monday Night Poetry, and, on top of that, offers a ten- 
percent discount on all books bought during the reading. 


Come be filled with what America’s new Poet Laureate 


Joseph Brodsky, calls “the only insurance we've got against 


the vulgarity of the human heart”— poetry. A 


For more information on Monday Night Poetry call 375-1478. 
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NEWARK POEMS 


by Bryan Waterman 


RASTA WOMAN / RASTA MAN 
NEWARK AFRICAN FESTIVAL, MILITARY PARK 


Empress refuses my offering 
of this false viking christ: 
“The mon never have blue eyes.” 


while her husband, 

Jah’s image, 

stands behind her smiling, 
noble, 

crowned in nazarite covenant, 
robed in rainbow 

of universal colors, 


rasta man / rasta woman 
peddling prophets on tshirts. 


“Before you can teach the truth 
you must learn the truth. 


the man was black,” 
she said, 
“and he didn’t wear no crew cut.” 


PORTRAIT 
(OUTSIDE THE 3 SISTERS’ GROCERY STORE) 


she looks like the last line of a poem 

alone, huddled in the doorway of the 

building abandoned 

boarded up. 

knees against chest / arms wrapped around 
knees. 


singing a quiet song only to herself and 

her friends 

pieces of the city around her, chunks 

of cement from the cracked sidewalk her 
hands 

and lips painted almost with the earth 

her eyes complacent black singing unafraid 

of the city / dry hair in her face 

broken glass under rough 

bare feet. 


RENAISSANCE CITY BLUES #201 


Tomorrow perhaps I'll write you a pop song, 

perform it on the corner of Market and 
Broad, 

refuse money thrown fo me 


As the city swirls around me, wrapped 
and laced in neon and traffic 
and the music fades in and out of reality. 


I'll grow a beard like Dylan’s, play 
an old guitar, sing about how much | love 
you—l'll be mostly honest. 


When night comes, and the hot dog vendors 
push their carts 
away, I'll pause and re-tune. 


The man on the corner sells tangerines 


10 for $1 A 


Bryan wrioe these poems while in the New 
Jersey Newark Mission. 


PROPHETESS 


by R. Paul Corriveau 


Dawn sews blue butterflies on silk pillowcases 
And folds ties and belts over a wire hanger. 
She brings home the bacon 

And broils it five figures deep 

And serves it up joint bank account. 

“Service with a smile," she says. 


Dawn looks directly at the rising sun 
And prophetically says, “Sixty-two degrees.” 


| She opens the oven door and a wave 


Of steam breaks into her face, fogging her 
glasses. 

She pours a cranberry drink—three ice 
cubes— 

Blood on the rocks. + 
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Dawn’s hair bounces on her shoulders 

As she paces the family room. “We are 
slaves,” 

She says, “we accept the common place.” 

She reads the Wall Street Journal— 

And The New Feminist—and laughs 

Through her nose. 


Dawn's cranberry drink is empty. 

She stands under a triangular window. 
Her right hand strokes a bronze 
Statue of Athena, and both are 
Immersed in a golden hue. A 


UPB 


WAS SITTING IN ELDERS QUORUM MEETING MY FIRST SUNDAY 
back in Provo. Our Bishop stood and spent 30 minutes 
discussing the prospect of marriage and the need to see 
with our “spiritual eyes” and not merely our “physical 
eyes.” He was distraught about the feedback he was 
getting from personal interviews. One girl that he had 
counseled with had been quite involved with a young 
“man. She related to the bishop how they had travelled down 

; to meet the boy’s parents. After the visit, the boy had 
1 apparently expressed his love but said he wanted to end the 
‘ relationship because she was “just a little bit heavier than he 
: thought he could live with.” The bishop related how he had 
: tried to console the girl who was obviously crushed. I felt 
: that everyone in the room must have been deeply pondering 
: the “sweet spirit” factor. At that point, a hand went up 
: among the crowd. “The way I see it,” a young man 
: philosophized, “all girls are in a big line from short and fat to 
tall and skinny, like a big range. Everyone knows their place 
'in the range. I mean, a tall skinny guy isn’t going to go out 
| with a short, fat girl.” A few others nodded their heads in 
agreement. The poor bishop was blown away. I was struck 
by the fact that the young man hadn’t even realized how 
blatantly his statement opposed the bishop's. Before I could 
_ put my hand up and valiantly defend the “Jack Sprat and 
' wife” argument or at least defend the “sweet spirits,” I 
_ thought back to a recent personal blunder. 
This summer I started dating Susan (not her real name), a 
_ 23-year old college grad my parents referred to as “The 
Pharmacist.” They never called my female acquaintances by 
their real names. Susan struck me as being extremely mature, 
but I cleverly deduced it must be because she was five years 


by Aaron H. Smith 


older than most girls I’d ever dated. While other girls told 
me exclusively about their hair, shopping sprees, and other 
Cosmopolitan topics, Susan and I discussed life, relationships, 
concepts, religion, and recreation. Nothing flashy and 
contrived, but a raw personality that said, “You can’t be 
neutral about me.” I fell pretty fast. 

Her uncle had just returned from his mission and rejected 
the Sting concert tickets she had bought well in advance. I 
got the ticket, and was I ever thankful for maladjusted RM’s! 
When she picked me up Friday for the hour drive to Seattle I 
was all talk. I think it wasn’t until we were cruising by the 
Seattle Temple that she managed to get a word in. “Yeah, my 
uncle wanted me to attend a session with him but it didn’t 
work out.” Wow, had she really been through the temple 
before? It’s not as if I check for garments. . 

“Hey, great, when do girls usually take out their 
endowments? At 21?” I ventured. 

“That's what lot of girls do. But I’ve been married.” The 
radio was on. The freeway was loud. Let’s hear that one 
again. 

“Susan, what was that again?” 

“I've been married before.” 

“Uhh, divorced?” 

“Three months ago.” 

Wow. I felt shocked and incredibly out of place. I 
somewhat pulled myself together and forced a few polite 
questions, but it quickly dwindled into silence. Exasperated, 
I finally blurted out, “You should have told me earlier.” 

“Like when?” her voice wavered. 

Obviously the wrong thing to say. At that point I wished I 
could turn around and head home. Her past was a lot 


LOOKING BEYOND THE LOOK 


heavier than I thought I could handle. I tried to push it out of 
my mind like I would a bad dream, foolishly hoping it 
would work itself out. After that failed, I tried to make 
myself feel betrayed and justified. It really did bother me. I 
had been working for the Washington State Child Support 
Enforcement division and had met many single parents 
coming in to dispute their situations. My stereotype of 
divorced people wasn’t pretty. I’d figured if anyone were 
smart they would relate, procreate, and reach a celestial 
state. But here was a girl who was intelligent, witty, funny ... 
and divorced. The concept of divorce was staring mein the _ 
face. Could it (shudder) happen to me? I didn’t want to even 
consider the possibility. Then the question: How to treat a 
“divorced woman”? The answer , obviously, is “like a 
woman,” but of course it didn’t dawn on me. Also, to what 
extent would I be compared to her “ex?” I felt awkward, like 
a little boy trying to fit in a big-man’s clothes. Then the 
“biggie.” She wasn’t a virgin. I had always assumed I would 
marry a virgin. OK, it wasn’t as if 1 were already planning a 
marriage. On the other hand, I didn’t want to go blindly into 
something that has marriage as an “ideal” end result if I 
wasn’t ready for it. 

I finally pulled my jaw up off the floor, and at her request 
we discussed my concerns. I gradually realized how 
undeservedly judgmental I had been. She had been through 
a lot, had recovered incredibly well, and was all the better 
for it. 

So as I sat that Sunday in Elder’s Quorum, I wished that 
young man a similar “revelation” to add a new dimension to 
his “range.”A 


TV PROGRAMS YOU WON'T WANT TO MISS THIS WEEK 


by Dave Bastian and Eric Bench 


Monday 


7PM (OSC) SPECIAL(CC)—"How to Make 
Assault Weapons, Bombs, and 
Overthrow Small Third World 
Nations With Ordinary Shoe String 
and Some Gum." Host: McGyver. 


(PBS)70 BRIDES FOR SEVEN 
BROTHERS—Documentary; 8 hrs. 
Familial intermarriage and 
polygamy. Host: Brigham Young IV. 


LASSIE MEETS THE 
TERMINATOR—Comedy; 60 min. 


(CIF)MR. MAGOO INTERVIEWS 
W.C. FIELDS. 


@ PERFECT STRANGLERS 
@ ROBBERS! 


COLLEGE FOOTBALL; 10 
hrs. The Crusade Bowl: Notre 
Dame at Texas Christian University 
(will the 15 yard Inquisition be 
implemented?) 


(MAX) MOVIE—Drama BW; 4hrs. 
&xkx “12 Angry Students.” (1957) 
After failing midterms, 12 frat 
brothers go on a rampage. 


MOVIE—Adventure; 1 hr., 40 
min. xxx “Smoker and the Bandit 
Part 5.” (1989). The prolific George 
Burns and bumbling sidekick 
Imelda Marcos star in this 1989 
trucker classic. From Seattle to 
South Bend, the Smoker must get 
his load of Camels and sexy black 
leather Italian pumps past 
numerous police roadblocks. Dom 
Delouise, Charlie Sheen, Don 
Knotts. 


9PM @ MOVIE—Drama; 3 hrs., 20 min. 


kkk “Crash & Burn.” (Made for TV: 
1990) Ralph Macchio and Sally 
Struthers star in this heartfelt drama 
about a karate enthusiast who 
establishes a codependent relationship 
with an obese, has-been TV star gone 
mad. Miagi: Pat Morita. Pops: Mickey 
Rooney. 


BO MOVIE—Drama; 6 hrs., 5 min. 
%x “Days of Lightning and Thunder.” A 
stock car racer must overcome his fear 
of driving in the rain. Tom Cruise, 
Nicole Kidman, Robert Duvall. 


MOVIE—Adventure; 20 min. x 
“Benji the Hunted.” The lovable mutt is 
persecuted and forced to flee for its 
life. Benji braves the wilderness, 
becomes lost, and dies. Benji, 
Sylvester Stallone, Sean Penn, Pee 
Wee Herman. 


Tuesday 


8PM MOVIE—Romance/Adventure; 7 


hrs. xxx “Gone with the Schwinn.” 
(1990) Stylish remake of the 1939 
classic with Greg Lemond and Linda 
Hamilton as the embattled lovers. 


MOVIE—Horror; 2 hrs. 3 min. x 
e Birds . . . and the Bees.” (1963) 
This newly restored Alfred Hitchcock 
self-help classic details the do’s and 
don'ts of explaining the facts of life to 
your children. Dick York, Joann 
Woodward, Jerry Mathers. 


(INT) MOVIE—Mystery; 90 min. 45 
sec. xxx “Arnold's Evil Twin.” (1988) 
Which twin has the psychosis about 
getting pumped up? Both are played by 
Arnold Schwarzenegger; one is a killer. 
A proctologist (Kirstie Alley) and a cop 
(Louis Gossett Jr.) try to solve the 
riddle. 


10PM(FAM) BONANZA—Western; 60 min. 


Hoss drops a bomb on Pa, Adam, and 
Little Joe when he comes out of the 
closet and admits his affair with Hop 
Sing: 


@®STAR TREK: THE NEXT 
DEGENERATION (CC)—Science 
Fiction; 60 min. 

Data is jealous of a new android crew 
member (Alan Alda) who seems more 
human; Dr. Crusher finally gives Picard 
the hair transplant he has been 
begging for the last three seasons; 
Riker and Worf have an affair; Troi has 
a nervous breakdown; and Guinan 
reveals that in a past life she was a 
syndicated talk-show host. 


Wednesday 


6PM (OSC) SALUTE TO MAX SCHMELLING 


KENNEDY COMPOUND 
COMEDY HOUR; 60 min. (CC) 


@ POLITICALLY CORRECT & SMUG 
ABOUT IT; 30 min. Host: Steve 
Armhole. 


11PM @) INSIDE DIRT; 30 min. Host: Bob 


Smellfinger. 


(HBO) MOVIE—Comedy; 1 hr. 22 min. 
*&xkxx* “She's Having My Husband's 
Baby.” (1990) Last year’s hilarious 
sleeper, sequel to “She's Having a 
Baby.” The issue of surrogate 
motherhood is the object of satire in 
this no-holds-barred farce about 
feminine infertility. Kevin Bacon, 
Elizabeth McGovern, Eddie Murphy. 
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Thursday 


7:30 @) SOME LIKE IT HOT (CC)— 


8PM 


Comedy; 60 min. Watch out! it’s 
Andrew Dice Clay and Sam Kinnison 
in drag for this mid-season 
replacement based on Billy Wilder's 
classic film of the same title. 


Ad Nauseam Awards (CC)— 
Live from Los Angeles; 12 hrs. 
Arsenio Hall hosts the first annual 
bash honoring TV's colossal waste of 
time in airing award shows too 
numerous to mention here, from Los 
Angeles's Universal Amphitheatre. 
Major nominess.. . 

Worst Award Show: “MTV Music 
Video Awards” (Prince’s tushy), 
“Grammy Awards,” “Tony Awards,” 
“Daytime Emmy Awards.” 

Show With the Most Obscure 
Categories, Which Nobody Really 
Even Cares About: “Academy 
Awards,” “MTV Video Music Awards,” 
“Daytime Emmy Awards.” 


@ MR. BELLBOTTOMS (CC)— 
Comedy. In this season finale, the 
funky, “throw-back to the sixties” 
butler gets negative vibes and 
decides to chuck his comfy job with 
the middle-class family that obviously 
can't dig his groovy lifestyle; he goes 
back to the Oregon commune. 


9PM @) MISADVENTURE (CC); 60 min. 


British writer Samuel Underhill treks 
500 miles down the Andes to observe 
the peculiar mating habits of the 
chinchilla and the llama. (KBYU is 
advising parental discretion.) 


the tux stop 


For Preference, Nov. 15—16 


| ALL TUXEDOS $35.00 


Includes: Coat, Pants, Shirt, Sash, & Shoes 


AFTER SIX 

LORD WEST 

BILL BLASS . 
PIERRE CARDIN » 
RAFFINITI 

See 

L & M FASHION 


116 W. Center 
- 10-4 Sat. Downtown Provo 
Closed for BYU Ball Games 374-8897 


, aeumncrn eiecena evans: Wears errs ler Noes Ado, 


Mon. — Fri. 


TEXACO—Specializing in Brakes : Tune-Ups - Inspections Emissions 


| Maetex Auto Center 


4230 N. Canyon Rd., Provo—Closest to campus w/student prices! i 
Open 7am to 10pm 


Cy 3746o0 Gy | 


- | Free Winter Check | FREE 


| ie | COMPLETE 
Btn BRAKE 
INSPECTION | 


¢ Charging System i 
i ¢ Belts and hoses 
© Engine oil and fluids i 
(with coupon) 


\ (with coupon) 
ee 


Crandall 
Audio 


BEST PRICES IN 


TOWN— 


MOST CD’S $12% OR LESS! 


1202 N. State, Orem 
226-8737 

° 10-9 Monday-Friday 
© 10-7 Saturday 

e 12-5 Sunday 


BUY ONE DISC AT OUR 


REGULAR LOW PRICE 
AND GET 


$9.00 OFF 
| 4 ANY SECOND CD 


“CRANDALL AUDIO - 
Offer expires November 20, 1991 


I CAN'T FIND OUR TURN, ROLF... 


yan ee Ge 


ILLUSTRATED BY CAMERON HENRY 


MUSIC FOR THE 
HOMESICK 


by Rebecca Butler 


YEAR AGO, IN A REVIEW OF THE INNOCENCE 

Mission’s debut album, I recommended that 

connoisseurs of fine music give that - 

excellent piece of work a listen. However, 

despite the gentle genius found in that 

album, the Pennsylvania-based band 

mains relatively obscure. Yet all is not lost! 

In their typical altruistic fashion, The Innocence 
Mission has produced yet another marvelous 
collection of songs to sample, entitled Umbrella. 

Karen Peris, the lead vocalist and lyricist, continues 
to produce beautiful melodies with meaningful 
messages. She addresses many problems and - 
situations that often go unnoticed in society. In 


THE FUSCO BROTHERS 


AXEL OU'RE ALL BLACK-AND-BLUE// ¥q = 


AT HAPPENED??? pom 
er 2 Oe 


I THINK WE'RE LOST, 


Universal Press Syndicate © 1991 Lew Little Enterprises Inc. 
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X WAS JUST PLAYING AN INTENSE GAME OF 


“Someday Coming,” she takes on the persona of a 
young expectant mother afraid to bring her child into 
our sometimes terrifying world. She sings with 
incredible insight about the uncertainties and 
limitations that come with aging in “Minta’s Waltz” 
and “Umbrella.” Artistic frustration is the topic of 
“Joan,” and “Beginning the World” tells the story of a 
college student uncertain of what path to take in life 
(sound familiar?) 

This album feels like home to me. It relaxes and 
gives me food for thought. In these days of Warrant, 
Ned’s Atomic Dust Bin, and Nirvana, The Innocence 
Mission is a calming elixir for the ears. A 


by J.C. Duffy 


DODGE-BALL, R6LF—THATS ALL 


U GOT THOSE BRUISES & 
sy ING PODGE-BALL7!? 


LANCE LIKES 
PLAY IT WITH 
AN ACTUAL F 

DODGE. FE 


RELAX, LANCE IT'S 
ON THE RIGHT, IT'S 


ANOTHER THEORY OF RELATIVITY 


by Lance Fromm 


VERYTHING IS RELATIVE; THE ONLY 
profound thing I will ever write in 
Student Review and I can’t even take 
credit for it. Ever notice how we use 
other bands as a reference point to 
compare new ones. Doesn’t that 
make hearing or seeing a new band 
and passing judgement relative to what we 
have already seen and heard? Relative 
indeed. Perhaps even being force-fed Don 
Ho and Dean Martin during pre-pubescence 
disqualifies me from making valid 
judgements on the quality of a local band, 
The Relatives (as in everything is), but I 
think even a musical moron would recognize 
their worth to the Provo “musical scene.” 
My first impression on seeing The 
Relatives play is the cool, casual approach to 
their live performances. No posing or 
pretense, just let it rip and enjoy. And it is 
enjoyable. They play their instruments with 
confidence and obviously go with the 
moment to improvise. This lack of restraint 
is what sets this band apart from those “stick 
to what we rehearsed” bands, the generic, 
the wanna-be’s. 


I noticed them playing in the quad one 
afternoon. They were competing with a St. 
George band called the Fumbling Planets in 
the Battle of the Bands contest. Though 
Fumbling Planets have potential, there 
wasn’t much doubt as to who was the 
winner. The Relatives are more polished and 
practiced. They radiated a joy for their songs 
that was infectious and received many 
genuine smiles, if not whoops, from the 
listening audience. 

The Relatives play a diversified, free-form- 
up-beat style of music that’s tough to 
pigeonhole. I originally thought they had a 
touch of “The Stranglers” in them, but they 
kept branching off into other avenues. No 
one in the band knew much of “The 
Stranglers” anyway, so Iwas way off.. Bass 
player, lead vocalist, and lyricist Dave 
Wilbur says the Beatles were a big influence 
as was Neil Young’s devil-may-care attitude 
to art. 

Dave was exposed to the blues early on 
and found his way into jazz which remains a 
top priority. In fact, every member of the 
band expressed leanings toward jazz. 


Newest member, keyboard player Deidre 
Rodman, shook her Howard Jones obsession 
to explore jazz; drummer John Anderson 
lists jazz as his favorite musical genre along 
with classic rock and influential groups like 
Yes and Supertramp; and chief music writer 
and guitar man, Mike Squires, goes for the 
free-form instrumental chops of Rush, 
admires the Beatles, and says many compare 
his style to Andy Summers’s even though he 
“was never into The Police.” 

What I found most interesting about all 
four was their indifference to the popular 
music scene. A commitment to their own 
music takes precedence over keeping up 
with the musical Joneses of the world. _ 
They're not into trends, just jam. Playing 
live, the jazz influence surfaces and The 
Relatives just wing-it. During the 
performance, a couple of guest members, 
Steve Ricks on trombone and Tom Clark on 
tenor sax jumped in with results reaching the 
goose-bumps plateau. When that occurs, it’s 
hard to refrain from shakin’ the frame, and 
in my case, takin’ down names. 

The Relatives’ overall musical style is hard 


ILLUSTRATED BY MIKE NIELSEN 


to describe but easy to like. A power chord 
reminiscent of The Who, a ska-inflected 
intro right out of English Beat, sorta, a 
blistering blues jam in a jazz oriented theme 
of improvisation—this group is righteous 
as hell, brothers and sisters! Another 
skewed, left of center, we’ll-do-as-we- 
please-thank-you-very-much-for-let-n-me- 
be-myself musical hybrid style; and right 
here in our own Sappy Valley. Holy of 
Holies, one more miracle to log in my 
journal. 

The Relatives bring even more substance 
to the burgeoning local music scene. It’s 
been written somewhere I’m sure, that the 
mark of a great group is the one that takes 
chances in front of an audience. The 
Relatives are one such act, never playing a 
song the same way twice, but thrusting off 
into Jam-land and letting their musical 
instincts. roam. 

So a fat recommendation to take notice of 
The Relatives. With a musical presence 
worthy of praise, they’re also quite 
entertaining when not playing too. And 
after all, they are our relatives. A 


ALIVE AND WELL IN PROVO | 


Skip Lynn and Dave Christensen 


Ts 10:30 ON A WEEKNIGHT. YOUR HEAD Is throbbing 
after a grueling four-hour cram session for 
P.E.129. You just need to “get away.” Recognize 
the scenario? So where to? Denny’s? Nah, you 
just got the smoke out of your sweater from the 
last time you sat in the non-smoking section 
there. The Village Inn? No thanks. You've got 
to get to bed and you'd like to at least order. So you 
ask yourself: “Where do people in Provo escape to?” 
Until recently, they didn’t. But think again. Introduc- 


ing: The Living Room. 


The Living room, located at 125 W. Center St., is a 
small, unusual cafe and coffeehouse. It wouldn't be 


unique to most college towns, but there is nothing 


~ else like it in Provo. Sure, there are other cafes and 
coffeehouses, but they lack the atmosphere and accessibility 
of this place. Contemporary decor sets the mood. Tall 
halogen lamps and soft candlelight radiate tranquility. Art, 
ranging from black and white photography to modern 


sculptures, adorns the entrance and walls—all by BYU 
students and faculty. According to rumor, some pieces are 
for sale. Nightly live acoustic music relieves stress and 
anxiety better than any miracle drug . Michael Hedges, 
Johnny Rowan, and Kim Simpson are some featured 


decafs. 


performers, and Wednesdays, the Living Room offers 
an open forum for musicians. But for creatures of the 
night, the best part is the hours—open until 2 a.m. 
Monday through Saturday. 

The menu is limited, but quite good. Croissant — 
sandwiches, soups, salads,.and snacks are comple- 
mented by desserts: cheese-cakes, muffins, cookies, 
and carrot cake. And, of course—a wide variety of 
coffees, including espresso, cappucchino, and several 


The proprietor of the Living Room, Brian Paris, 23, 
was raised in Boston but has spent recent years in 
Southern California. These bi-costal influences are 


evident and make the cafe welcome relief to anyone 
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homesick for the World Outside Utah. While working as 
general manager of a nightclub in L.A. this past year, it 
occurred to Brian that, “after 10:00 p.m., there is really 
nothing to do in Provo.” And The Living Room was born. 
It’s been a long time coming. A 


N RESPONSE TO POLL FINDINGS WHICH 
criticize Religion 121 classes as trivial 
rehashes of seminary, devoid of 
academic merit or intellectual rigor, the 
Religion department announced 
Tuesday that it will revamp the 
standardized curriculum requirements 
for its Book of Mormon courses. Changes 
will include a new course manual that will 
utilize the latest educational tools to help 
students better appreciate and understand 
the important messages to be found in the 
scriptures. It is rumored that the new course 
manual will include dot-to-dot pictures, 
Nephite name word searches, a “Help Nephi 
Find the Brass Plates” maze, crossword 
puzzles, and numerous hidden pictures. SR 
is proud to present here the Color by 
Numbers picture found on page 237 of this 


BOOK OF MORMON > 
COLOR BY NUMBERS 


SEEN 


Ney 
NS 


soon to be printed course manual. So, bored 
religion students, grab your crayon magic 
markers and enjoy. 


INSTRUCTIONS 


Color the numbered sections of the above 
picture according to the following rules. 


GREEN 


# of Nephite disciples promised a speedy 
entrance into heaven after living “unto the 
age of man” divided by # of sons of Pahoran 
“who did contend for the judgement-seat.” 


GOLD 


# of men who went north from Zarahemla in 


_ the 37th year of the judges, divided by # of 


Mosiah’s sons who served a mission to the 
Lamanites, minus # of converts that fled 
from King Noah with Alma, divided by # of 
men converted by Nephi and Lehi in prison, 
minus # days and nights without darkness at 
time of Christ's birth. 


RED 


# of survivors after the last great battle at 
Cumorah divided by # of Lamanite 
daughters abducted by the priests of Noah. 


PINK 


# of missionaries that went to the Zoramites 
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minus # of enemy leaders Teancum stabb 
in their tents at night. 


BROWN 


# of cities destroyed at Christ's crucifixion 
divided by # of verses in Moroni chapter 3. 


BLACK 


# of senines in a limnah of gold. 


PURPLE 


# of days Jaredite barges were upon 

the water, divided by # of barges, minus # of 
Lamanites Ammon killed with his sword, 
divided by # of Lamanites Ammon killed 
with his sling, minus # of spindles on the 
Liahona. A 


CHAPTER 17 


1 Then came together unto him 
the Abiy, and certain of the Katib, 
which came from Kirjath-Provo, 
saying, 

2 Why do thy disciples 
transgress the tradition of the 
Elders, for they shave not, neither 
do they wear ties? 

3 He answered and said unto 
them, Why do ye transgress the 
commandment of God by your 
tradition? 

4 For God commanded saying, 
Ye shall not mar the corners of thy 
beard? Did not God himself adorn 
Adam with a beard to set him 
apart from Eve? 

5 Have ye not read that He 
which made them at the beginning 
made them male and female? The 
distinctions with which God hath 
marked them, let no man put 
asunder. 

6 They said unto him, That law 
was done away with Moses, surely 
it is now decreed that a man be 
clean shaven. We must shave to . 
set ourselves apart from the ways 
of the world. 

7 The Master answering them 
said, Do we not read in the 
scriptures that God is the same 
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THE GOSPEL OF ST. NEMO 


translated by Edward Armstrong 


yesterday, today, and forever, and 
in Him there is no variableness , 
neither shadow of changing? 

8 And if He decreed that men 
should have beards in the 
beginning, how can it be that He 
now deems them unclean and yet 
be an unchangeable Being? 

9 Behold, I say unto you that He 
changeth not and that He does not 
consider beards sinful, but that it is 
men who have changed their 
fashions and traditions. 

10 Say ye also that you shave 
your beards to set yourselves apart 
unto the Lord? Then if this is your 
desire, do the opposite of the 
transvestites and let your beards 
grow long. 

11 But they, willing to justify 
themselves tempted him, saying, 
Teachest thou that it is sinful to 
shave? 

12 The Master answered and 
said unto them, Ye do err, not 
knowing the scriptures, nor 
understanding the nature of God. 
For the Lord seeth not as men 
seeth: for man looketh on the 
outward appearance, but the Lord 
looketh on the heart. 

13 Therefore, I do not say that it 
is a sin to shave, for surely God 


made provisions for it in the law, 
but I say unto you that if a man 
wishes to separate himself from the 
wicked in an outward manner, 
then he must do so in the manner 
proscribed in the carnal 
commandments. 

14 However, if ye be spiritual 
and not carnal, then why put a 
carnal yoke upon the neck of men 
and command them to shave? (For 
truly if a man keepeth the 
commandments of God it 
mattereth not to the Father if he 
shaveth not.) 

15 Woe unto you Katib and 
Abiy. Hypocrites! For ye worry 
about the outward appearances, 
and have omitted the weightier 
aspects of modesty. Did not your 
prophet Kimball say that the only 
place a woman should wear shorts 
was in the privacy of her own 
home? If indeed ye take him to be 
a prophet, why dost thou not obey 
him? 

16 And when they had heard 
this they went away filled with 
madness: and communed one with 
another what they might do unto 
him. A 

Edward has fed the hungry and 
clothed the naked. 
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Free Makeover with $12 purchase 
Free Makeover with full set of nails 
Free Mini-Facial with this coupon 
Free Mini-Makeover 


222-9122 -- University Mall Gallery 28 
Preference Special w/ coupon 


Shows Start at 9PM 


Wed. Nov. 6-—Open Jam 
Thurs. Noy. 7—Johnny Rowan 
Fri. Nov. 8—Kim Simpson 
Sat. Nov. 9—Lloyd Wilbert 


Mon. Nov. 11—Surprise Performance 


Tues. Nov. 12—Cory DeMille 


125 W. Center 


ee 


374-5505 
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ENDING THE QUEST—FINDING GOD THE FATHER 


by Rob Fergus 


EY GUY, HOW’S THE QUEST 
going?” 

“Well, last time we 
talked, I had checked up 
on all of the English 
definitions for the term 
‘father,’ without doing 

much more than stir up the waters of 
confusion. Remember how I said I was going 
to try and find out what the concept of 
‘father’ is in other cultures?” 

“Yes, did you do it?” 

“T sure did, and now I’m even more 
confused. For instance, I found out that in 
Hawaii you cannot distinguish between you 
father and your uncles: the same title is used 
for both.” 

“Sounds pretty strange.” 

“It does, huh? Many different customs and 
cultures exist in the world, and each has its 


own view of ‘fatherhood.’ If we are to preach 
the gospel to all nations, kindreds, tongues, 
and people, how is the doctrine of the 
fatherhood of God going to translate into 
these differing systems? It’s not just a matter 
of translating a language, but of adjusting to 
different world views.” 

“Wow. I guess we may need to be more 
careful.” 

“Exactly, and I don’t think we can find our 
answer by looking in the scriptures. 
Nowhere is it explicitly stated that God 
‘physically’ engendered our spirits in the 
pre-existence. Until (and unless) this is 
specifically given to us through our modern 
prophets, each individual is left with the 
privilege and responsibility of finding his or 
her own answers. I have my own views 
based on the teachings of Joseph Smith and 
Brigham Young, though I admit they may 


sound strange to many Mormons. I also 
retain the right to be mistaken in my 
opinions, as I continually search for explana- 
tions that help me to better live the gospel 
and sense my place in the plan of salvation.” 

“Great. May I make one last comment 
before we take off? We are told in John 17:3. 
that having eternal life is to ‘know’ God the 
Father and Jesus Christ; however, this does 
not necessarily mean to have an intellectual 
understanding of who these individuals are 
or how we are related to them. The Greek 
word ginwscw translated here as ‘know’ can 
also be translated as ‘to find out,’ Jearn,’ 
‘understand,’ ‘perceive,’ ‘discern,’ 
‘acknowledge,’ ‘recognize,’ etc. In Spanish, 
the word used here is conocer, which 
implicitly means ‘to meet’ or ‘to be person- 
ally acquainted with.” 


“So what are you saying?” 

“Well, intellectual and theological 
speculations are interesting and fun, but the 
knowledge by which we are exalted is a 
literal knowledge of God, which can only be 
obtained in His presence.” 

“So I should live the commandments and 
prayerfully seek after Him until, like it says 
in D&C 93:1, I will see His face and ‘know’ 
that he is God.” 

“Right. So obey the commandments and 
go to church. And don’t forget your temple 
attendance. Brigham Young said we needed 
our endowment to learn how to pass the 
angels set to guard the path and walk into 
the presence of God. Sort of a practice for the 
moment when your quest will end, when 
you will see him as you are seen and ‘know’ 
God the Father once and for all.” A 


WHY | HATE CHURCH 


OMORROW IS SUNDAY, AND 
that’s my favorite day,” 
Sings an adorable little 
primary-child voice. 
Unfortunately for the well- 
meaning parents of 
Mormondom, most 
children are not fooled by this sort of un- 
subtle propaganda. I have yet to meet a 
Mormon child that will honestly say that 
its favorite day is Sunday. The real killer, 
however, comes later in the song when 
the fantasy child sings “I get to go to 
Sunday School.” Even the most imper- 
ceptive child can see that Sunday School 
is not something you “get to” go to like 
the mall or the amusement park. Sunday 
School is something Mommy and Daddy 
make you got to, like visiting Aunt Esther 
in the nursing home. 

No doubt many of you are offended by 
my terrible heresy of suggesting that 
church is not some wonderful, spiritual 
experience that children look forward to 
all week, and I’m sure you can cite 
several examples of model children who 
have been trained to describe on demand 
how much they enjoy Sunday School. 
The reality, however, is that the Mormon 
church service is not designed to be fun 
for a child. I'll admit that the purpose of 
church is probably not to entertain 
_ children, but sometimes it appears that 
the general authorities researched all of 
the things that could possibly make an 
experience hateful and unpleasant to a 
child, and then they saw to it that the 
church service would systematically do 
all of those things. 

As a perceptive seven-year-old I came 
up with a test that illustrates some of the various types of 
distress children associate with church. Basically, my little 
friends and I would ask ourselves the following question: 
“Am I cold, tired, hungry, uncomfortable, bored, and have to 
go to the bathroom?” If the answer to that question was yes, 
we knew we were at church. 

Of course, not all of these discomforts are directly the fault 
of the service. The temperature problem is due to poor 
design of the building’s ventilation. The fact that the child 
cannot pass the time between classes by going out and 
climbing a tree is primarily the fault of pink dresses and 
stockings. Being hungry and having to go to the bathroom 
during the service are the results of the fact that children 
rarely plan more than a few minutes in advance. 

These minor difficulties, however, are exacerbated by the 
one fatal obstacle to a child’s enjoyment of the church 
service: Three hours is just too long a time for a small child 
to sit still and be “reverent.” Reverence may be an important 
virtue, but it is a quality that is anything but childlike. I 
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don’t have to tell you that a child’s attention span is very, 
very short, and that fact makes sacrament meeting particu- 
larly painful. The length of time that a child will want to 
attend to talks that it doesn’t understand is somewhere 
between one and two seconds. . The rest of sacrament 
meeting might as well be the eternity in hell that they are 
being trained to avoid. 

The fun doesn’t end with sacrament meeting, though. The 
littlest children are gathered into a small room filled with 
other screaming children and maybe.a few ancient, filthy 
toys. (They may not have to sit still and be quiet, but this 
sort of confinement is the closest 2-year-olds come to doing 
so.) Their older siblings in primary don’t have it much 
better. Inspiring primary teachers are few and far between, 
and inspiring primary lesson manuals don’t exist. I person- 
ally contributed to this problem when I taught primary last 
Summer. I managed to be a bit subversive, however, by 
secretly encouraging the children to interact with each other 
and play during singing time instead of setting an example 
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of reverence. Perhaps because I don’t 
have any children of my.own I identify 
more with the restrained primary 
children than with the exasperated 
parents, but the way I see it, the 
parents have dug their own graves by 
bringing their children to something 
they know their children will hate. 

You see, most of these parents 
should know better. If you were born 
into the church, you most certainly 
learned these same lessons when you 
were a child. From the time you were a 
small child, you knew that church is no 
fun and you go there because you have 
to. The tragedy is that very few 
Mormons ever outgrow this view. To 
be honest, church generally isn’t 
interesting or inspiring enough, even 
for adults, that they would have reason 
to overcome their initial dislike of 
church. 

This distaste for church attendance 
is, of course, passed along from parents 
to children—yet another reason 
children hate going there. Children are 
more perceptive than you may think, 
and they learn on more than one level. 
If you hate going to church but you 
pretend that you like it, your child will 
learn to lie to itself in the same way. 
The bottom line is that children who 
hate going to church will grow up to be 
adults who hate going to church. 

Asa result, most Mormons grow up 
with an underlying philosophy that 
going to church is one of those painful 
commandments that earns you stars in 
heaven. I have heard many Mormons 
speak with disdain of other, more 
“liberal,” religions that have recently made their services 
more pleasant in order to encourage attendance. The idea is 
that these people must be weak if they have to have an 
enjoyable service in order to be able to keep the divine 
commandment to show up every week. This martyr-like 
need for weekly self-torture is reminiscent of the flagellant 
monks who were compelled to “mortify their sinful flesh.” 

Actually, I don’t know exactly what the doctrine is 
regarding whether Mormons are supposed to enjoy church 
and be inspired by it, or whether they are supposed to prove 
their worthiness by enduring it—but I think theoretically it 
should be the former. Unfortunately, I think that most 
Mormons, deep down, believe in option #2. Perhaps, 
without realizing it, you are one of the people that thinks of 
church in this.way. It may be heresy to say such things, but I 
wonder which is the greater sin: to miss church occasionally 
or to lie to yourself and your children by pretending you're 
getting more out of the service than a mid-morning nap. A 


THEATER 


pphigenia, Nov. 1, at 5:30, Nov. 9, 

| at 7:30 in room 205 JRCB (Law 

building). Nov. 2, at 7:30 in the 

Experimental Theater HFAC. 

Nov. 8, at 7:30, 158 Richard 

| Building. Call 373-0531 for info. 

jNov. 14 - 30, “Twelfth Night”, 

| Pardoe Drama Theater, HFAC, 

4 call 378-3875 for tickets. 

JNov. 6 - Nov. 3, “Daylight in 

1} Exile’, Babcock Theater. 

Nov. 6 - Nov.23, “The Curious 
| Savage”, Hale Center Theater. 
Nov. 6 - Nov. 23, “The Other Side 
of Love”, Orem Hale Center 

| Theater. 

INov. 5 -10, “Cats”, 8:00 p.m., 
Capital Theater, call 355-5502 for 

| ticket prices and other informa- 

__ tion. 

INov. 6 - 15, “The Canterville 
Ghost”; “Stop! Look! Listen: 
More Berlin” 

'’The Prince of Peace”. City Rep. 


THEATER 
GUIDE 


‘Babcock Theater, 300 S. University, 
SLC. Tickets: Fri. & Sat. $6, 
weeknights $5, 

581-6961. 

\Egyptian Theater, Main Street, 

Park City Tickets: 649-9371. 

‘Promised Valley Playhouse, 132 S. 
State St., SLC. Tickets: $5, 364- 
5696. 

Hale Center Theater, 2801 S. Main, 
SLC. Tickets: $4-$7, 484-9257. 

‘Orem Hale Center Theater, 225 W. 
400 N. Tickets: $4.50-$5. 226- 

8600. 

+} Pioneer Theater Company, 1340 E. 
300 S., SLC. Tickets: $8-$18, 581- 
6961. 

: Provo Town Square Theater, 100 
N. 100 W., Provo. Theater: $3, 
375-7300. 

#: Salt Lake Acting Company, 500 N. 

168 W., SLC Tickets: Fri. & Sat. 

$17, T-Th $14, 363-0525. 

: Salt Lake repertory Theater (City 

Rep), 148 S. Main, SLC. Tickets: 

$6.50 & $8.50, 532-6000. 


MUSIC 


i' Nov. 6, Synthesis jazz ensemble, 
7:30pm, de Jong Concert Hall. 
call 378-7444 for tickets. 

7 Nov. 6, Brassworks, Madsen 
Recital Hall, 7:30pm 

} Nov. 7 - 9, “The Tailoring of the 


374-8881 


Tresses”; “Ascent of the Lock” or 


CoA LEN: Die ACR 


“Hair Today, Gone Tomorrow”, 
7pm, Necke Theater (HFAC). 
Tickets available in 3146 JKHB 
and are free for English Society 
members ($2 membership fee). 

Nov. 8, BYU Singers and Concert 
Choir, 7:30pm, de Jong Concert 
Hall, call 378-7444 for tickets. 

Nov. 12, BYU Woman’s Choir, 
7:30pm, de Jong Concert Hall 

Nov. 8 - 10, Voices W.E.S.T. 
Festival, Symphony Hall and 
Salt Lake Arts Center. Spon- 
sored by the Western Folklife 
Center. Call 531-7704 for tickets 
and info. 


TEMPLE SQUARE 
CONCERT SERIES 

All concerts begin at 7:30 in the 
Assembly Hall and are free. 

Nov. 6, Vivian Harmer, flute, with 
James Margetts, piano 

Nov. 8 - 9, 7:30pm, Mormon 
Tabernacle Choir and Utah 
Symphony in the Salt Lake 
Tabernacle. The concert is free 
but you must have tickets. 
Tickets are available at all ZCMI 
stores, all Deseret Book stores 
and the North Visitor Center. 

Nov. 13, Marion Miller, soprano, 
with Jeffery Price, piano 

Nov. 14, The 15th Air Force Band 
of the Golden West 

Nov. 15, BYU Singers 

Sundays, Choir Broadcasts of 
“Music and the Spoken Word,” 
from 9:30-10:00 a.m. Please be 
seated by 9:15 a.m. 

Thursdays, Mormon Tabernacle 
Choir rehearsals, 8:00-9:30 p.m. 
Free. 


UTAH SYMPHONY 


Nov. 15 - 16, Marvin Hamlisch. 
Call 533-NOTE for tickets and 


FILM 


BYU Film Society, Varsity Theater 

Nov. 7, The Quiet Man 

Nov. 14, Psycho 

Nov. 21, Chariots of Fire 

shows are at 4:30, 7:00, 9:30; 
Tickets $1 

International Cinema call 378-5751 
for info. 

Nov. 5 - 7, Tasio (Spanish), 
Iphigenia (Greek) 

Nov. 12 - 16, Strawman (Manda- 
rin), Wedding in Galilee 
(Arabic/Hebrew), 

The Mission (Farsi) 

Varsity I, ELWC, 378-3311 

Nov. 6, Regarding Henry 

Nov. 7, The Quiet Man 

Nov. 8, The Adventures of 


Bir e 
CENTER 


Buckaroo Bonzai, 11:30pm 

Nov. 8 - 13, Hamlet 

Nov. 14, Psycho 

Varsity II, JSB, 378-3311 

Nov. 8 - 11, King Ralph 

Nov. 15 - 18, White Fang 

Movies 8 Call 375-5667 for current 
listings and show times. Only $1, 
$1.50 on weekends. 


CINEMA GUIDE 


Academy Theater, 56 N. Univer- 
sity Ave., 373-4470. 

Avalon Theater, 3605 S. State, SLC, 
226-0258. 

Carillon Square Theaters, 224-5112. 

Cineplex Odeon University 4 
Cinemas, 224-6622. 

Mann Central Square Theater, 374- 
6061. 

Scera Theater, 745 S. State, Orem, 
235-2560. 

Tower Theater, 875 E. 900 S. SLC, 
359-9234. 


ART 


Nov. 13 - 27, “ Perceptual Illumina- 
tion”, A-501,North Gallery 
HFAC. Nov. 13, 7-9pm opening 
reception. 

Nov. 6 - Nov. 22, “At the Lights 
Edge” by UNLV Art Faculty, F- 
303 HFAC 

Nov. 6 - Nov. 22, “Drawing 1991”, 
B.F. Larsen Gallery, HFAC 

Nov. 6 - Nov. 29, James 
Christensen etchings of costume 
designs for Shakespeare’s “A 
Midsummer Night’s Dream” in 
the Maeser Building. 

Museum of Church History and 
art, 45 W. Temple, 240-3310. 


USEFUL 
TELEPHONE 
NUMBERS 


White House, 202-456-1414 

Governor, 538-1000 

Air Quality Hotline, 373-9560 

Utah Bureau of Air Quality, 536- 
4000. 

Current Sky Info, 532-STAR. 

General BYU Campus and 
Community Info, 378-4313. 

UTA, 375-4636. 

BYU Ombudsman, 378-4132. 

BYU Standards, 378-5219. 


SEE CALENDAR, 
CONT. ON NEXT PAGE 


PREPARE YOUR CAR FOR WINTER 


IMPORT 


800. S. University 
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ular Demand 


FRIDAY IS COLLEGE NIGHT 


$1 Off with College ID 


Saturday: party Night 
Wednesday: Ladies Night 


| Reserve your spot cul Call 375.2113 © 105N. 500 W. 


Student 


Season Ski Pass 
$135 


Just 22 minutes from Provo 


SUNDANCE ° 225 4107 


TERT WASATCH TRADE 


WE PAY $8 TO $13 FOR GOOD 501 BLUES & JACKETS 
(LESS FOR IMPERFECT 501'S) 
AND WE PAY UP TO $100 PRE-1972 LEVI'S 
OPEN MON-FRI 3-7 PM . SAT 10-2 PM 


375-LEVI (375-3847) - 1774 UNIVERSITY PKWY #70 
BRIGHAM’S LANDING 


: FREE J 
| 1/4 LB. BURGER 1 USED JEANS $2.50 
; AT BURGER SUPREME t | 
it i 
| i | 
| i | 
1 ANDAIED. MUM EANEACTION, i y 
i! SA Sergi a eae il Valid w/ other coupon. Expires Dec. 1, 1990 : 


Free Hearing Test, 373-5219. 
Time and Temperature, 373-9120. 


SUNDANCE 


CALENDAR, CONT. FROM PREVIOUS PAGE 


for info. 

Thanksgiving Day weekend, Park 
City is “Opening for the World 
Cup” skiing competition. For 


speak on “Diversity Issues: 

Challenges and Opportunities in 

the 90’s”, 11am, Pardoe Theater. 
Nov. 7, Valentina Inozemtseva will 


crafts, listen to live music and eat 
good food. Call 225-4107 for info. 
Mark your Franklin for December 
5 - 7. Snowbird celebrates its 20th 


info on parties, live music and speak on “Women in My Anniversary and all area ski 
Nov.9=10, Sundance Catalog other festivities call Mark Russia”, 7:30pm, 151 Tanner Passes are only $20. Call 521- ee 
ne aks I t 649-6111. ilding. 
Shibit aad sale willbe Rela i Menlove at 649-6 Building 6040 for other events that BUY NOW 


the Sundance Rehearsal Hall, 
admission is free and live music 
will be preformed. 
Nov. 6 - Nov. 30, 8pm, Indoor Fall 
Theater, Fridays and Saturdays. 
Sundance Resort, call 225-4107 for 


OTHER 


Nov. 5 - 9, “Go Ahead and Jump” 
Bungee Jump at the Sports 
Tower to help benefit Utah 
Special Olympics. Coupons are 
available at participating 
Hardee's. 

Nov. 9, at Atticus Books (1132 S. 
State Street), Emma Lou Thayne 
will read from her new book 
“Things Happen: Poems of 
Survival”, 7:30pm. 

Nov. 7 - 9 at Utah State, Logan. 
Special Olympics needs volun- 
teers to officiate, score, escort 
athletes etc. call 1-800-722-2589 


Monday night poetry, 7-8pm, at 
Cafe Haven, 1605 S. State Orem. 

Massages, full body, full hour,$16, 
call 359-2528. 

BYU Planetarium, Friday Nights, 
492 ESC, 7:30 and 8:30 p.m., call 
378-5396. 

Geneva Steel Plant Tours, MTuWF 
at 9:00 a.m. and 1:00 p.m., free 
Call to reserve a spot: 227-9240. 

Hansen Planetarium, 15 S. State, 
SLC. Shows include Laser 
Beatles, Laser Bowie, Laser 
Zeppelin, Laser Rock, Laserlight 
IV and Laser Floyd. Info 538-' 
2098. 

Readings of local women writers, 
Mondays, A Woman’s Place 
Bookstore, 1400 Foothill Drive 
#240, Foothill Village, SLC, free, 
call 583-6431. 


LECTURES 


Nov. 7, Orlando L. Taylor will 


Sunstone 1991 New Testament 
Series 

All lectures will be held from 7:30- 
9:00p.m.at the University of 
Utah’s 

Social Work Auditorium and will 
cost $2 

November 12, “Parables: Tales to 
Tilt the Soul” by Stephen C. 
Walker, associate professor of 

English, BYU. 

December 10, “On Finding Christ 
the Merciful at Christmas” by 
Eugene England, professor of 
English, BYU. 


EDITOR'S 
CHOICE 


Get a head start on Christmas at 
the Sundance Catalog exhibit 
and sale. Buy some arts and 


weekend. 

If you get bored you can always 
phone tag the White House. It 
only costs .33 after 5pm on 
Saturday. 

“I do! I do!” plays every weekend 
up at Sundance. Tickets are $10, 
call for reservations. 


“If you want peace, prepare for 
war.” 
—Old military saying 


“Armenia nuncupata ab 
Armeno, lasonis Thessali 
comite, qui, amisso rege 
lasone, collecta multitudine 
eius, quae passim vagabatur, 
Armeniam condidit, ex suo 
nomine nuncupauit.” 

—St. Isidore, Etymologiae 


FOR THE 
HOLIDAYS! 


Las Vegas 
$138* 


Nashville 
$368* 


. 
o Bost 


aturday 10-3. 


get) PATHEFIN 
SEA NDER 


PRESENTS 


WARREN MILLER'S 


rN 
CT) PATHFINDER 
Se” 


PRESENTS 


COMING 
NOVEMBER 13 & 14 


SHOWINGS AT 5:00, 7:00, 9:00, AND 11:00PM 
AT 


MANN’S ACADEMY 
THEATER 


(160 N. University Ave., Provo) 


@Ceceeeenes 
eeoeeeoeee 
eenveecee 


TICKETS—S5 ($6 AT THE DOOR) 
—AVAILABLE AT GRAYWHALE CD, 
JERRY’S SPORTS, 

AND HARTS GAS STATIONS 


the copy center 
WASATCH 


STUDENT Jerrys 
REVIEW Sports Service 


AmericanAirlines’ 


Something special in the air. 


Written and Narrated by WARREN MILLER + Produced by KURT MILLER & PETER SPEEK + Qireeted by DOW BROLIN 
Soundtrack Available on 1.A.S. RECORDS 


Taylor Maid 
Beauty Supply 
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